» * W 
* 4 
: - 4 Y Fa el 5 þ Wt 
% of © - pf RT; 4b SY, 1 OT _—_— rue, ” » ” 
LY, LE SIE Toa iron ona ang ors 60h ant" 
MLS 6 way ne WET Io pap WY ns T4 a Fs a” SE - we Ls i 
, : Pen RO 5 IDLE, 245.07 A Ak” 


REPRODUCED FROM THE COPY IN THE 


HENRY E. HUNTINGTON LIBRARY 


FOR REFERENCE ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION 


J 


” alt 4k. hd 


4% 


LI 


Pg LOS 


3%+ 4 
$3 


» * W 
* 4 
: - 4 Y Fa el 5 þ Wt 
% of © - pf RT; 4b SY, 1 OT _—_— rue, ” » ” 
LY, LE SIE Toa iron ona ang ors 60h ant" 
MLS 6 way ne WET Io pap WY ns T4 a Fs a” SE - we Ls i 
, : Pen RO 5 IDLE, 245.07 A Ak” 


REPRODUCED FROM THE COPY IN THE 


HENRY E. HUNTINGTON LIBRARY 


FOR REFERENCE ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION 


J 


” alt 4k. hd 


4% 


LI 


Pg LOS 


3%+ 4 
$3 


| The pleaſaunt Humours of the 
Cripple of Fanchurch. 


Very dele&able, and full of nurth. 


AY 
2 


 LonvponN 


Printed for Hanxy Rockir, and areto be ſolde 
xt the ſhop in rhe Poultrey vnder the 


Dyall, 1607- 


—_ 
JF 


tA” 


Eleauen may eaſily acte this 


Comedie. 


| Berry ano/d man 
Pobbington fo one. 
Gardiner 

Cthcers 

Mall Berry 25for one. 


Elower an humor ou 
Benvet (olamanCe. ne 
Scarlet 


R all Yo 

C:ipple 23for one. 
Barnard , 
Flowers wife >for one. 
Vriula \ 

Boy 

Anthony as EE 

fentleman 


Ferdin. Gold.gemt. Sfor one. 
and Wood. 


Franke Golding Sfor _ 


gentlema ”, 


Bowdler an humos- : c 
rows gallant. RENIES 


Phillis he faire For one. 
Aſaias 


7 


Fiddleahe Clorne. Hfor one. 


A3 


A” &. OY A ae 4 TA A wil” A % >. vv Yv A, 
| "2%. W # . 4 "2. | , 4 
| x © 4 0 


3 


Prologue, 


TX humble Socke that true Comedians were, 

Our Mufe hath don'd,and to your fav'ring eyes, 
Inloweſt Plaine-ſong doth her ſclteappearc, 
Borrowing no colours from a quaint diſguiſc; 

If your faire fauours cauſe her ſpirite toniſe, 

Shee tothe higheſtpitch her wings ſhall reare, 

And prowd quothurnicke aftion ſhall deuile, 

To winne your ſwecteapplauſe ſhe deemes ſo deare. 


Meane while ſhore vp our tender pamping twig, 
T hat yet on humble ground doth lowely lic: 
Your fauours ſunne{hme guilding oncethis ſprig, 
It may vecld Near for the gods on hie: 

Though our Invention lame, i 


mperfett be, 
Yet giue the Cripple almes for hate 


EHMSSHH 


© The faire Maide of the 
Exchange. 


Scene. I. 


Enter Scarlet and Bobbington. 


>a. A Vcn now the welcome twilight 60th ſalute 
” Th'approaching nightclad inblack ſable 


,\ weedes. 
) B>v44r Blackeas my thoughts, that harbour nought 
Ez» butdcath, " (aQes, 


Thefts,murthers, rapes and ſuch like danmed 
The infantbabes to whom my ſouleis nurſe: 
Come FBobbimon, this ſtarrc-beſpangled skie 
Bodeth ſome good, the wether's faire and dry. 
Bob. My ſcarlet- hearted Scare, gallant blood, 
Whoſe bloody deeds are worthy merorie 
Of afterages, let me imbracethee:(c , 
So,now me thinkes I fold a richer iemme, 
Than wealthy Ind can afford to Spaine: 
Thereliesmy treaſure,and within thy armes 
Securitie thatneuer breedeth harmes. 
Scar. Brauereſolution, Iamprowdeto ſce 
So ſweeta graftypon a worm-wood tree, 
Whoſe iuyce is gall, but yet the fruite molt rare: 
Who wreakes the tres, if that the fruite be faire? 
T hereforcreſolueif we a booty get, p 
It bootes not whence, from whom,when, where, or what. 
Bob. Well (God forgiuevs) hcere lets take our (tands, 


We mult hauc goldalthough we haue nolands. mY 
| B Enter 


| The faire Maide » 

_ - Emer Phillo andV/r/ud. 

Phil. Stay V-fula, have you thoſe futes of Ruffes, 
Thoſe ſtomachers; and that fine peece of Lawne, 
Marck'd with the Lettcrs C C. andS. 

Urſula. I haue. | 

Phil. If your forgetfulneſle cauſe any defect, 
Yourlike topa foe therefore looke wvnto it. 

Vrſs. I would our journey had as ſafe an end, 
AsIamſure my Ladyes ruffes are heere, 

And other wares which ſhe beſpoke of you. 

Phi. Tis goodzbut ſtay,viuc methy hand my girle, 
Tis ſomewhat darke, come, let vs helpe each other: 
She paſt her word one of her gentlemen 
Should meet vs at the bridge,and thats not farre, 
| Imwſetheyarenotcome, [ docaſluce thee, 

Were I not much bcholding to her Ladiſhip 
For many kindeneſles: 34:/e-end, ſhould ſtand 
This gloonuc night vnuilited for vs. 

But come,me thinkes Imay diſcernethe bridge, 
And ſcea man or two, in very deed. + 

Her word,her lone andall is honourable. ' 

Bob. A prize yong Scar/et, Oh.a gallant prize, 
And weare Pirots that will ſcazethe = | 
Toourowne vſes. | 

Scar.Buthold man,not too faſt : 

Asfarre as I can gather by their words, 

They take vs for my Ladyes Gentlemen, 

Who as it ſcemes ſhould meetthem on their way, 
Thenifthou ſyſt the word weele feeme thoſe men, _ 
And by thoſe meanes withdraw the frem their way, 
Where we may rifle them of what they carry, 
Imeane, both goods,and their virginitic. 

Bob. Tis well aduiſde, but Scarter,giuemelcaue 
To play the Gentleman and welcomethem. 

Scar. Inioy thy with. | 
Bob. Welcome you ſacred ſtarres, 

That adde bright glory to the fablenight. 


Scari, Excellent, by heaucn. 


0 of the Exchange. 

Bob. lam ſorry your beautie's ſo diſcomfited, 
T reading ſo many tedious weary ſteps, 
And wenotpreſentto aſſociate you. 
* Scar, Oh bleſſed Bobbingten. 

Phil. Sir, Ido thanke youforthis taken paines, 
That as your worthy Lady promiſde me, 
We now inioy your wiſhed companie, 

Scar. Shee's thine owne boy, I warrant thee. 

Beb. And I amprowd,tooprowd of thisiwploymet, 
Come M. Scarlet take you tae pretie ſweet, | 
You ſee my Ladyes carczſhe promiſde one 
Buthath ſent two. * 

Phil. Tis honourably done. 

Bob. This is your way. 

Phil. T hat way,alas 7 no. 

Bob, Come, it 1s:nay thenit ſhall be ſo. 

Phil. What meane you Gentlemen? | 

V:/us. Ohe willrob me. 

Phil. Looke to the boxe Yr{ula. 

Phll.& Vr/n. Helpe,helpe,murther,murther. 

Enter ihe Cripple. 

Crip. Now you ſupporters of decrepite youth, 
Thatmount this ſubſtance twixt faire heauen and 
Be ſtrong to bearc that huge deformitie, (carth, 
. And be my hands as nimble to dire& them, 

As yourdefires to waftmec hence to London. 
Phil.& Yrſu.Helpe,helpe;heele rauiſh me. 
Crip.My.thinkes I hcare the ſound of raniſhment. 
Pbil.& Vrin. Helpe,helpe. 

Crip. Marry and will, knew I but where,and how. 

What do I ſee? 

Thecues full of luſt beſet virginitie! 

Now ſtirre thee cripple, and of thy foure legs 

Make vſe of one,to doe a virgin good: 

Hencerauening curres : what, are you ata prey? 

Will _—_— ſatisfic your greedy chappes 
ButYirgins fleſh? Ile teach you prey on carriop, Fight & bead 


Packe damned rauiihers, hence villaines, thew away. 
| B 2 Phil. 


The faire Maide 
Phil. Thanks,honeſt friend, who from the gatesof death 


Hath ſet our virgin ſoules at libertic. 
Crip. Give God the glory that gaue me the power. 
P14, 1 do,kind Sir,and thinke my ſelfe much bound 
To him aboue, to thee that treads this ground, 
And for tis aid, Ile euer honour thee; 
My honor you have fau'd redeem'd jt home: 
Which wer't not done, by this time had becne gone. 
Crip. Hereafter more of this3 but tell me now 
The cauſe of thele cuents, the effe, and how. 
Phil. Ne tell you fir; but let vs leaue thus place, 
And onward on our way. 
Enter Scarlet and Bobbumgtov. 
Bob. It ſhall beſo, ſce where they walke along, 
ITte croſle the other way and meet them full, B. 
Keepe thou this way, and when thouhearſt vs chat, 
Come thou bchinde him ſnatch away his crutches, 
And then thou knowſt he needs —_ fall to ground, 
And what ſhall follow leaue the reſt tomee. Exit. Bobb. 
Scar. Aboutit then. | | 
Crip. Ytaith ſheis an honourable Lady, 
And Imuch wonder that her Ladiſhip - 
Gaiues intertaine to ſuch bad men as theſe. 
Enter Bobbmpton. - 
Bob. Stand thou that haſtmore legs than nature gaue thee. 
Crip, Mongrell,ile chooſe. : 
Scar. Then goto fir,you ſhall. 
All, All. Murder murder. 
Emter Franke Gonlding. 
Frank. Stay there my beck: 
Whence comes this eccho of cxtreamitie? 
All. Helpe.helpe. 
Frark, What doelT heare, a virgin callforhelpe? 
Hands oft dam'nd vilaines,or by heauen I ſweare, _ 
| Veſend you all co hell. Fight and drine then away. 
Crip. Hold, forbeare. Þ 
Icameinreſcueof Virginitie. 


| ®lal. Fie did, he did, and freed vs once from thuall. 
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Butnow the ſc :ond tim wrought ;fall. 
Frank, - Now you diſl.,viled obiefts, do 50u tell 


Vpon what mount of woe your ſa: rovees dwell. 


- - Phil. Furſt get we henceaway, and as we go, 


Kinde gentleman, our fortunes you ſhall know. 

Crip. "Thank5 worthy fir,may but the Cripple be, 
Of power to gratifie this courtelie , | 
I then ſhall thinke the beauens fauour me. 

Phil. No more now for Gods ſake,letvs hence, 
Crip. If I doeliue, yourloue le recompence, ZErxenw. 


Enter Mall Berrie. 


Mall. Os for my true-loues hand-kercher; theſe flowers 
repretic toyes, are V retictoyes: 

O but mthinkeheDinhod wand, i Dn 

T he Peaſcod and the Bloſlome, wondertulll 

Now as Ilive,ile ſurely haueit ſo. 

Some maides will chuſe the Gilliflower, fonie the Role, 

Becauſe their ſweetcents dodclightthenoſe, 

But very fooles they are ja my opinion, * 

T he very worſtbeing drawen by cunning art, 

Seemes in the eye as pleaſant to the hearr. 

Burt heer's the queſtioa, whether my loue or no 

Will ſeeme content? I, there the game dath goc: 

wne my head he will applaude 


ctile 
ThePeſco and the Hlower;my pretie choice. 
For what is heTduing 4 thing as... - 
Loues not the counterfeit, wr by art? 
I cannot tell howothers fancie 9 
ButI reioyce ſometime to take in hand, 
T he ſmile of thatT loue; and I proteſt, 
That pretie peſcod likes my humor beſt. 
But ile vato the Drawers,heele counſcllme, 
Heere is his ſhop: alas, what ſhall I doe? 
Hee's not within,now all my labor's loſt, 
See,fce, how forward loue is euer crolt, 
But ſtay, what Gallant's thus? n 
3 


"EC EGE 6 | 
The faire Maide : 
Enter 1. Bowdler. 

_  B8ow Aplague on this Drawer, hee's neverat home: 
' Good morrow ſ{weet-heart,tellme,how thou doſt? 
Mall. Vpon what acquaintance? (fay, Amen. 

Bow. That's all one, once] loue thee, give methy hand and 
Mall. Hands off, fir Knaue,and weare it for a favor. 

Bowd. What? doſt thou meane thy loue pretie foole? 

Mall. No foole,the knaue, O zroff c 
A gentleman and of ſo ſhallow wit! 
Bowd. Iknow thou camſt to the drawer. 
Mall. How then? 
Bowd. Amnot Ithe propperer man? 
Aail., Yes,tomakean alle on. 
Bewd. Will you get vp andride? 
Mall. No,ilelackey by his fide,and whip the aſle. 
Bowd.Come,come,leaue yourieſting,lI thall put you down, 
Hall. With that face! away you want-wit. 
Bowd. By this hand, I ſhall. 
Mall. Buthe aſle-head you ſhall not. 
Bowd. Goto,youarea woman. 
Mall, Come,comc,ye arc a man. 
Bowd. | have {ceneas faire. 
Mad. I haucheard as wiſe. 
Bowd. As fairc as Hall Berry. 
Mall. As wile as yong Bowdler, Bowd. As M. Bowdber. 
- Mall. Hoidazcome vp. Bowd. Gothoudownthen. 
* Mall, Nogoodaſle,bate an Aſc of that. , 
Emer Barnard. 
| Bar. What M. Bowdler, will it nere be otherwiſe? 
Stull,ſtill a hunting,cuery day wenching? 
Bowda. Faith the modeſt behauior ofthis Gentlewoman, 
Hath inſinuated my company. | X 
Mall. Lord,how eloquence flowes in this Gentleman! 
Bowd. Faith,I ſhall put you downe in talke, you were beſt —_ 
Mall. No fir, I will hold outas lony as I may, (toyeeld. 
Thoughin the end you beare the foole away. 
Bowa, NMceauc you by me? you gullme not? 
Mall. No by this nisht,not I. 


| 


- Bowds 


v 
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_— of rhe Exchange. © 
Bowd. Forif you did, I would intoxicate my head. 
Mall. Yea,I dare {ware you'le goe a foole to bed. 

Bowa, Meane you by mee? you gull me not? 

Bar. No, I dare {weare the Gentlewoman meanes well. 
Mall, And fol doc indeed, himfelfe can tell: 

But this it is, ſpeake Maidens what they wall, 

Men are ſo captions the ile ever conſter ill. 

Barn, Toherfſir,to her, I darc ſwarc ſheloues you. 
Bowd. Well then faire Mall,you louc me as you ſay. 
Mall. Ineuer made you promiſe, did I, Ipray? 
Bowd, All in good time you will do,elſe you lic, 

Will you not? 

Mall. Nofor-ſooth not 1, 

Bowd. Barnard,ſhe gulles me ſtill. 

Barn, T'is but your miſ.conceit,try heragaine: 
You know by courſe all women auſtbe coyz 
To her againe,then ſhe may happely yeeld. 
NotlI,in faith. 

Mall. Then mine ſhall be the field: 
Wiſedome,adue, once morefaint heartfarcwel!; 
Yetif thou ſceſt the Drawer, I prethee tell him, 

Mad! Berry hath more y, prke for him to doe; 


And for your ſelfe, learne this when you doe woe, 
Arme you with courage, and with good take heede, 
For he that ſpares to ſpeake mult ſpare to ſpeede, 
And fo farewell. 
Bowd. Call her againe, Barnara. 
Barn, Shee's too {ivift for me: 
Why this is theright courſe of gullerie, 
What did you meane hauing ſo faire an aime 
So fondly to let flip fo fairea game? 
Bowdler become a man for maides will ſtand, 
And then ſtrike home, art thou not yong and luſtic, 
Fhe minion of delight, taire from thy birth, 
Adonu play-pheere,and the pride of carth? 
Boewd. I know it, but a kind of honeſt blood 
Tilts in my loynes, with wanton appetites, 


She bade me doe a meſlage to the Drawer, 


f 


Exuw. 


® 


The Faire Maide 


AndI will doeitz there will come a day, 
Vohen Humfry Bowdler, will keepe holiday, 
Then Mallooketo your ſelfe, be thatyou be ſped, 
Orby this light Ile haue your maidenhead. 
Learn. Spoke likea gallant, ſpoke like a gentleman, ſpoke 
like yourſelte: | 
Now doeTI ſec ſome ſparkesof manhoode in you, 
Keepe in that key, keepein the ſelfe ſame ſong, 
He gagemy head youle haze her loue erelong. —Exennt. 


Enter Feramand, and F ranke. 


Frazke Wiltthou not tell me(brother Ferammand) 
Now by this light He haunt thee like a ſprite, 
Votill I know whenceſprings this melancholy. 
Ferd. Obrother! 
Thou art too yong to reach the depth of griefe, 
Thatisimmur'd within my hearts deepecloſct, 
A thouſand ſizhcs keepe daily centinell, 
T hatbeate like whirle-winds all my comfezt backe, 
As many {obbes guard my diſtreſled heart, 
T hat noreliefe comes neereto ayde my ſoule, 
Miulhons of woes like bands of .rmed men, 
Stop vp the paſlageof my ſweeterelicfe: 
And arte thou then perſwaded that thy wordes, 
Can any comfort to my ſoulc afford? 
No,no, good Frexke, deere brother then forbeare, 
Vnlefle with griefc in me youletake a ſhare. 
Fran. Griete me no griefes, but tcll me what itis 
Makes my ({weete Ferdinand) thus paſsionate: 
Le conivre griefe, if grictz be ſuchaa cuill, 
In ſpite of Fortar, Click, 6s any Deuill. 
Ferd, Wiltthou notlcaus meto my ſelfe alone? 
Fran. Brother, you know my minde, 
If you will Icaue your dumpiſh melanc{.oly, 
And ke my ſelfe baniſh that pulivg humour, 
- Orſatishemy cxſpeRtation, | 
By telling whence your ſorrow doth proceede, 


I will 


of the Exchang?. 


I willnot enely ceaſctotrouble you, 
Butlikea true skilfull phiſition, 
Seckeal]l good meanes for your recoueric. 
Fer. Well brother,you haue much importun'd me, 
And for the confidenceT haue in you, 
That youle proue ſecret, I will now vnfots, ) 
Theloade of care that preſſeth downe my ſoule: 
Know then good Franke, loue is tke cauſe hereot. 

Frank. How,loue! why whats that loue? 

Ferd. Achild, alittle little boy thats blind. 

Frank. And beore-comeby him! plagude by him! 
Driven into dumps by him! put downe by a boy! 
Maſter'd by loue! O, Iam mad for anger: 

By a Boy! is thereno roſemary and bayes in England 
To whip the Ape? by a boy! 
Ferd. I,ſuch a boy as thou canſt never ſce, 

And yet erelong may ſt feele his tirranic: 
Hee's not viſible, yet aimes at the heart, 
Wo be to thoſe that feele his wounding dartz 
And oneof them I am: wounded ſo deepe, 
Phe in my paſsions Ino meane can keepe: 

nhappy time,woe to that diſmall howre, 
When loue did wound me with faire Pbillyflo wre: 
O Pbili:,Phillir, of flowers ſweeteſt lower, 

hat cuer garniſh'd any princely bowre: 
Farewell, farewell, my woes will ne're remoue, 
Till Iinioy faire Ph:l/a for my loue. Exit. 


Frank, Whats heere, Pbi/#4 and loue,and loue and Phillis: 


I have ſeene Phidlis,and haue heard of loue 

I will ſee Philhs, and will heare of love: 

But neither Phil6s,nor the power of loue, 

Shall make me bond-\laue to a womans becke. 


: Enter Anthonte. 
Who's here, my ſecond brother male-content? 
Ile ſtand aſide and notehis paſsions. 
Ant. Oloue, thatI had neuer knownethy power. 


Frank, More louers yet! what the deuill is this loue? 
C An. 


: The faire Maide 

Amh, Thattheſemy wandring eyes had kept their lay; 
That Imy ſelfc had ſtill beenelike my ſelfe; 
That my poore heart had never felt the wound, 
Whoſe anguiſh keepes me in a deadly ſound: 
Oh how deluding dreames this night ore-paſt, 
Drench'd my ſad ſoule in pleaſures floting ſea! 
Me thought Iclaſp'd my = within my armes, 
And circling her, fau'd herfrom threatning harmes; 
Me thoughtthere camean hundred in an houre 
 Thatſoughtto rob meofmy ſweeteſt flower: 

But like a champion Idid keepe her ſtill 

Within this circle, freefrom euery ill: 

But when I wak'd and miſld my Phil there, 

All my fiweete toyes conuerted into feare. 

Frank. What brother Anthozy, atpraiers ſo hard? 

Tell me what ſaintitis thou inuocates? 

Is it a male,or female?2howſoener, 

God bleſle thee brother, th'artin a good mind, 
But now Iremember me, thy faint is blind. 

Anh. How, blind? 

_ Trank, Ibrother,blind, I heard thee talke of loue, 
And loucis blind they ſay. 

Anth. T would it were as blinde as Ebonnight, 
That loue had never hit my heart fo right; 

But what is louc in your opinion? 

Frank. A voluntary motion of delight, 
Touching the ſuperficics of the foule; * 
A ſubſtanceleſle diuvinethen is the ſoule, 
Yet more then any other power in man 
Is that which loves,yet neither is enforc'd, 

Nor doth enforce the heart of man toloue: 
Which motion as it vabeſeemes a man, 
So by the ſoule and reaſon which adorne, 
Thelife of man it is extinguiſhed, 
Euen at his pleafure that it doth poſleſle. 
Auth. T hus may the free-man icſt atmannacles, 
Thefurre-clad citizen laugh at a ſtorme, 


Theſwartie Moorediuing to gather pcarle, 


Challenge 


of the Exchange. 


Challengetheſcalding ardor of the ſunne; 
And aged Nefor (itting in his tent, 
May tcarme wounds Pork, & warre but merriment. 
Frank, T 15 true, fore God it is, and now me thinks, 
My heart begins to pittic hearts in loue: 
Say once more, Ambhory,tell me thy griefes, 
Let me haue fecling of my paſsion, 
Poſleſſcme deeply of thy melting tate, 
And thou ſhalt ſee. 
Amth, T hat thou wilt pittieme, 
Frank. Noby my troth if cuery taleof loue, 
Or loue it ſclfe, orfoole-bewitching beautic, 
Makeme croſle-arme my ſelfe; ſtuddy ay-mees; 
Defic my hat- band;tread beneath my feete 
Shoo-ſtringsand garters; practiſcin my glaſle 
Diſtreſled ſookes, and dry my liver vp, 
With 1ghes cnough to winan argolie. 
If ever I turne thus fantaſtical, 
Loueplague me, neuerpittic me at all. 


Enter Phill. 
Anth. Yonder ſhe comes that holds me priſoner. 
Frank What?Pbillis,the faire maid of the Exchange? 
Is ſhe god Cupiariudgeouer mens hearts? 
Brother,ile haue one venny with her tongue, 
To breathemy wit, andielt at paſsion: 


By yourleaue Miſtreſle Flower. 
Phil. Your rude behauiour ſcarſe ofters you welcome. 


Frank, Ipretheetell me Phils, T hearefay, 

T hou keepſt love captiue in thy maiden thoughts. 
Phil. T hatis a thought beyond your reach to know. 
Frank. But ſhall I know it? _ (fond, 
Phil. On whatacquaintance? then might you deeme mee 


If (as you ſay)loue beat my command. 
Frank. May not your friend command as great a matter? 


Phil. Ile know him well firſt, for that friend may flatter. 
Frank. Why, I hope you know me, 
Pb. T hat's a quelyon. 

C 2 Frank, 


f 


/ The faire Maide* 
Franke Well, if you doe not, you ſhall before ſtirre. 
Know you yonder lump of melancholie, 2s 
Yonder bundle of fighes yonder wad of grones, 
T he ſameand I were chickins fone broode, 
And if you know him, as Iam ſure youdoe, - 
Being his brother, you needes muſt know me too. 
Phil. Tpartly hauca gueſle of yonder Geatleman, 
His name1s Maiſter Golw7 as] takeit. | 
eAnt. Golding Tam,and thine ſweetefaire Tam, 
And yetnot thine, but a moſt wretched man, 
T hou knowſt my cauſe of griefe, my wound of woe: 
And knowing it, why wile thou feet ſo? 
Put ſalues of comfort tomy griefes vnreſt, 
So maiſt thou healemy ſoreof heanineſle. 
Franke Hearke youfairemaide, are you a Surgeon? 
I prethee give my brother Author 
Somewhat to heale the loue ſore of his mind, 
And yetus pitty thathe ſhould haue help: 
A man as free as aire, or the Sunnes raies, 
As boundleſle in his ſunRion as the heauens, 
Themale and better part of fleſh and blood, 
In whom was powrdethe quinteflence of reaſon, 
To wrong theadoration of his Maker, 
By worſhipping a wanton female skirt, 
And making Loue his Idoll : iedotard, fie, 
I amaſhamde of this apoſtacie, 
He talke with herto hinder his complaints. 
Phils, a word in privateere you goc, 
LIloue yee{weete. 
Phil. Sowre, it may beſo, 
Franke Sowre,and ſweets; faith that doth ſcarce agree. 
Plal. T wo contraries, and ſo be we. | 
Fra. Aplagueonthus courting,come, weele makean end. 
Phil. lam ſory foritfhince you ſceme my friend. 
Franke 1,but thou canſt not weepe. 
Phil. T hen had Ia hard heart. 
Franks How ſay you? come brother, now to your part. 
| Aw. AtyourdireRion: no, this merry glee, "I 
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| (Good brother) ſortes not with my melancholie, 

oue coucts priuate conference, ſo my lorrow, 

Craucth your abſence which Ifaine would borrow. 

Frenck. No maruell then we ſay thatloue is blind, 

If ic till reuell in obſcurity, 

Iwill depart Twill not hinder loue, 

Ile waſh my handes fare well ſweet turtle doue. Exit. 
Phil. Yfaith your brother is a proper man. | 
—" Whats your will with me. 

Phil. Euen what you pleaſe, 

French. Did you not call me backe? 

Pbil, Not, to my knowledge. 

Franck, No, sbloud ſomewhat did, farewell, farewell. 

Phil. He isa very very proper man. 

Franck. Iamin haſte pray vrgeme not to ſtay. 
Phil. The man doth dotepray God he hits his way. 
Franck. Fore God ther's nota maide in all this towne, 

Should ſooner winne me, but my bulines calls me, | 

Gine me thy hand, next timeI meete with thee, | 

Leſlerintreaty ſhall wooemy company. 

Phil. Y faith y faith. 

French, Yfaith,this was the hand, what meancs my bloud, 

DoeLInot _ nor lookeextreamely pale? 

Is not my head a fire, my eyes nor heart? 

Ha, art thou here? I feclethee loue I faith, 

By this light, well 2#« farewell, farewell. _ 1: 
Antho, Now he is genne, and weinpriuate talke, 

Say, wilt thou graunt me loue, wilt thou be mine? 
 Forallthe intereſtin my love is thine. | 
Phit. Your brother Ferdinand hath vowd as much, 

Na more, he {weres what man ſo ere he be, : 

Preſumes to be corriuall in bis loue, 

He will reuenge it as an iniurie, 

And clothe the theefe in baſeſt obloquie. 

Ambho. 1, is my brother my jcompetitor? 

Ie court my loue and will ſolicite thee, 

Were Ferdinand himſelfe in company. 

What ſaiſt thou to my ſute? 


C 3 Phil. Tyme 
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The faire Maide 


__ Phil Timemay docmuch, what I intend to doe 
Emecane to pawſe-vpon. Ant, Let it beſo; 
If thatmy brothers hinderance be all, 
Ile haue thy loue though by my brothers fall. F.rit 
Pb. Two brothers drownd in loue, I and the third 
For all his outward habite of negle&, 
IfT iudge rightly if I did not dreame, 
Hath dipt his foote too in Loues ſcalding ftreame. 
 - Well, letthem pleade and periſh if they will; | 
Cripple, my heartis thine, and ſhall be ſtill. Exit. 

| Franke Iamnot well, and yet I amnot ill, 
IT am, whatam Þ notin loueT hope? 
Ja love! letme examine my ſelfe, who ſhould I love? who did 
I laſt converſe with, with Phils : why ſhould Iloue Phila? is 
ſhefaire? faith ſo ſo : her forenead is pretty , ſomewhatre- 
ſcmbling the forehead of the ſ1gne of the maidenhead in,&c. 
_ Whats her haire? faith to Bandora wiars, theres not the like 
{imule : 1sitlikely yetthat I amin love? Whats next? her 
| checkes, they haue a reaſonable ſcarlet, never a Diars 
daughter in the towne goes beyond her, Well, yet I amnot 
inloue. Nay, ſhe hatha molcin hcr cheeke too : Venue mole 
was not more naturallz but what of that, I am Adown, and 
will notloue . Good Yenw pardon me. Let vs deſcend : her 
chinne, O Helen, Helen, wheres your dimple Helen ? it was 
yourdimple that bewitcht Pars, and without your dimpleTI 
- wilinotloueyou He/ew, No, yetIamſafe. Herhand, lettes 

handlethat, I ſfawe her hand, andit was lilly white, I touchr 
herpalme, and it was ſoft and ſmoothe : and then what then? 
4 wa” did then bewitch me, I ſhall bein loue now outof 
hand. In loue! ſhall I that ever yet have prophand loue, now 
fall to worſhip him? Shall I that haueicaſtcd at louers 1ghes 
now raiſe whirlewindes 2 ſhall I that haue flowted ay-mecs 
ONCe a ; 17 hart practiſe ay-mees every minute?thal I de- 
fic hat-ban1s, and treade garters and ſhooſtrings vnder my 
feete? ſhall 1 fall to lkarbands and be a ruffin no longer? I 
muſt; Tam nowliege man to C#pid, and haue rcad alltheſc 
mtormationsin his booke of ſtatutes, the firſt chapter, page 


 millſimo none, therefore, hat-band avaunt, ruffe regard = 
cate, 
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ſclfe, garters adue, ſhoo-ſtrings ſo and fo; I ama pooreen- 
amorate, and enforcde with the Poct toſay, Loue orecomes 
all, and I that loueobey. Exit. 
Emer 71. Flower. 
Flow. Now afore God a vety good conceit, 
But coo much ſleepe hath ouer taken me, 
The night hath plaid the ſwift-foote runne-away : 
A good conceit,a vory goon conceit,. , 
e,Fiadte I lay. 
Emer Fiddle. 

Fid. Heer's a fidling indeed, I thiake your tongue be made 
of nothing but fiddleſtrings, Ihope the fiddle muſt hauc 
ſomereſt as well as the faddle-ſticke: well Crowde, what fay 
you to F:qale now? 

Flow. Fiddle,it is a very good conceit. 

Fid. It is indeed, Maſter 

Flow. What doſt thou meane? 

Fid. To goeto bed againe Sir. 

Flow. No,Fidale,that were no good conceit Fiddle, 

Fid, Whatafidling doe you keepe, arc you not alhamde 
to make fuch mulicke; Thope fir,you will chriſten mee anew 
lhortly, for you haue ſo worne this name, thatne're a wench 
in all the towne but will ſcorne to dance after my fiddle. 

Flow. Well Fidde,thou art an honelt fellow. 

Fid. Thats more than you know, Maltcr. 

Flow. Ile ſwearc for thee Fiddte. 

Fid. Youlebe damn'd then, Maſter. 

Flow. I louethece Fiadle, 

F1i1. I had rather your daughter lou'd me, 

Elow, T 1s ararc conceit itaith. | 

Fid. I hold with you Maſter, if my yong miſtreſſe would 
like ſo well of my muſicke, that ſhe would danceaftcr no bo- 
dicsinſtrumentbut mine. 

Flow. No Fiddle,that wereno good conceit. (fide 

Fid. A ſhame on you, I thought you would nat heareon that 

Flow. Fiddle,thou toldſt me, M.Goldng was inlouc with my 

Fig. True,maſter;thcrin you fay well. (_ 

Flew. And he intreats me to meet hum at the ſtarre in cheap, 


to talks concerning thematch. Finals 
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Fiddle T rue ſtill maiſter. 
_Fhbs. AndThaueſentformy neighbour M. Berry to beare 
me company, 

Fiddle T rue, all this!s moſt natura!l truth. 

Flo. And now Fiddle, ] am going on my way. 

Fidd/s Nay thats alie , that hath marrd all, was your con- 

ceiptſo tirde you could tel troth no longer? 

Fl. \Why Fiaale, are we not going? 

Fiadle No indeede fir, wearenot, we ſtand ſtill, your con- 

ceit failde1n that. 

Flo. Fore God tis true, Tamnot ready yet : whats hee? 

. Enter Bobbington. 

Bob. By your leaue fir, I would crauea word in ſecret fir. 
Fl. Atyourpleiſure, heeres none but my man Fiddle, 
Fiddle 1 fir, maiſter Fiddle is my name, fir Lawrence Syro was 

my father. 

Beb. Sir, this is my buſineſle, my nameis Racket, Thavea 

ſhip of my owne vpon the riuer. 

Flo. By yourleaue fir, captaine Racket is your name. 
| Bob. Some call me fo aleds lr, 

*Fle. Iris a good conceit,] pray proceede. 

Bob, Sir, Tam now bound to ſea, and wanting ſome monie 
for the better furniſhing of my wants. 

Fle. O, you would borrow mony of me. 

Bob. Thats my ſute indeede. 

Flo. T hats no good conceit, 

Bob. Na,heareme fir, if you wil ſupply me with ten pound 
til my returne from Barbary, I will leauc in your hands adia- 
mond of greater value thanthemony. 

Flo. A Diamond, is ita Diamond, or but a countertfet? 

Fidale,my ſpeQtacles. 

Bob, Tisnight, Iaſſureyou ſir. 

Flo. Then tisa good conceit : my ſpeRacles, 

Fiddle Heere fir. 

Flo. Where ir? 

Fiadle You cannot ſee maiſter,but I can. 

Flo. Otis good, itis a good conceit: wel fir,tennepound, 

You are content if at threemonths end, Y 
ou 
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You bring menot ten pound in Englith coine, 
This diamond ſhall be my proper owne. 

Bob. Tamfir, ſhall I receiue the money now? 

Flow. I, heereitis, and tis a 500d concelt. 
Will you goe neere fir? F:adle,make him driake. 

Fiddle Will you approch caualicro, if I pcake not in ſea- 
ſon, tis becauſe I was neuer1n the falt counc. y, where you ſea 
captaines vſe to march. 

Bob, You are very eloquent (ir, ile follow you. 

Fiddle Letmealone then for leading my men. 

Exennt Bobbmgton and Fiddle. 

Fle. Adiamond worth forty for tenne pound, 
Ifhercturnenot ſafe from Zarbarie, 

Tis good, a very good conceit. Enter M.Berrg. 

Berry By your leauemaiſter Flower. 

Flow. Welcome good mailter Berry, I was bold tointreat 
you company to ſpeake witha friend of mine, 

tis ſome trouble, but the conceit is good. 

Berry No trouble at all fir, ſhall we be going? 

Flo. With all my heart fir, and as we goc, 

Iletell you my conceit, come mailſter Berry, Exeunt. 


Emter at one doore Cripple , at the other Bowdler. 

Bow. Well met my deere bundle of rew, well met. 
Crip, As much to thee my humorous bloſlome. 

Bow, Aplague on thee for a dog, haue Ifound thee?T hate 

thee not, and yet by this hand I could finde in my heart : but 


farra, Crutch, I wasencountred. 


Crip. Who became your baile? 
Bow. Yefilthy dog, I was encountred by a wench I fay. 


Cyr:p. Ina wenches counter! I thought no leſle; what firra 
did{t thou lie in the Knights warde, or on the mailters ſide? 


Bow. Neither, neither yfaith. 

Crip, Wherethen, inthe Hole? 

Bow. By this hand Cryppleile bombaſtethee! 

(rip. My crutchyou meane for wearing out my clothes. 
Bow. Thy noſe dogge, thy noſe, a plague on thee , Icare 


not for thee, and yet I cannot chooſe but loue thee. 
D Surta, 
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Sirra , 4al/ Berry was heere about woorke thou haſt ofhers, 
had(t thou been here to hane heard how I ſpurrd the wench 


with incantations, thou would(ſt haue giuen methe praiſe for 
a jealter. 


Cripple T rue maiſter Bowaler, I yeelde it you, I holde you . 


for the abſolutl{t zeaſter; O miſ-take me not, Imeaneto jeſt 
'vpon, a juggling cull, aprofound feeing man of ſhallow wit, 
that Eorope, nathe world I thinice affords. 

Bem. Wecll,thouarta ew firra, He cut out that venomous 
tongue of thine one of theſe dayes. 

Cripple Doe tin time, ,or llecruſh the heart of thy witrill 
I haue {traind foorth thy infetious humour to a drop yfaith. 

Emer /1all Berry. | 

Bow. Heere comes my amorous vellell, ile boorde her y- 
faith : Well cncountred 4444, how dooſt thou wench, how 
doolt thou? 

Mat. Whats that to you ſir? 

Bow. Why I aske thee in kindneſle. 

Atal. Why then in kindenes you arca fooleforasking, 

Bow. Isthe fcole your liveric? 

Mal. Not ſo, forthen you wearing that liverje, woulde 
- Kerme your felfc my foole. 
Bow, Meaning me? you gull me not, if you doc: 
21a/, What then? 
Bow. O vile! I woud take you downe. 
Mal. Alas it wants wit, his witis too narrow. 
Bowdler Ilcſtreech my wit but I will take you downe. 
Mat. How, vpon the tenters? indeede it the whole peece 
wereſoſtretchr, and very well beaten with a yeard of refor- 
mation, no doubtit would grow to a goodly breadthe 
Bow. By this hand. 
Mel. Away you aſle, hinder not my bulſineſle. 
C1ip. Finely put off wench y faith. 

Mat, By your leaue mailter Drawer. 

Cripple Welcome miſtris Berry, Ihauc becne mindefull of 
your worke. 

Mal. Isit done? 

Cry. Yes, and heercit 1s. 


Alas 


of the Exchange, 


Mal. Heereis your money. 
Cripple, ere ___ vilittheeagaine, 
Ihaue ſomeruffes and ſtomachers to drawe. 


Crip. Atyourpleaſure. 
Bow. By thy leaue 71all, a word. 
Mal. Away you bundle ofnothing,away, Exit Mat. 

Crip. She hatha witas ſharpe as her needle. 

Bowaler Alas, my ſelfe haue beene her whetſtone withmy 
conferencein th'Exchange any time theſemany yeares. | 

Crip. Inth'Exchange!I have walkt with thee there, before 
the vilitation ofmy legges , and my expencein timber, at the 
leaſt a hur:dred times, and neuer heard thee ſpeak to a wench. 

Bow. Thats alic,thou wert by when I boughttheſe gloucs 
of a wench. 

Cripple. Thats true, they colt thee an Engliſh ſhilling at a 
word, mary itfollowes in thetext, that your ſhilling proou'd 
but a harper, and thon wert ſhamefully arraignd for it. 

Bow. Good, but Iexcuſde wy ſclfe. 

Crip. True, that thouthoughtſt it had bin a ſhilling, ma- 
ry thou had{tneueran other , norſo much as a ſhilling more 


 tochanzen. Thoutalkein goa Ie 


Bowaler Indeede my belt giſtis in themorning when the 
Matdes viſitemy chatnber , with ſuch neceſlarics as I vſually 


buy ofthem. 
Crep. O thouart one of thoſe, thatifan honeſt Maid be 


ſent to thy chamber with her Miſtris goodes, and returneas 
honeſt and<chaſte as the moone : Sirra, you are one of thoſe 
that will ſlaunder the paore wenches , by ſpeaking liberally 
of their proneneſle to louez and withall, bragge how cheap 
you haue bought their ware metaphorically, when indeede 
they depart as honeſt as they camethither , and leaue you all 
theday after to ſigh at the ſight of anill bargaine. | 
Bowd. When wiltthou ſpit out this ſerpents tong of thine? 
Crip, When wilt thon caſt off this anticke garment of 0- 
ſtentation? doit, do it, or by the Lord I wil impreſlethy va- 
nities, and ſoanotomize the very bowells ofthy abſurdities, 
that all the worlde ſhall takenoticeof thee for a foole, and 


{ſhunnetheeas the pox or the peſtilence. 
D 2 Barn. 
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Enter Barnard. 
« Barn. Newes, newes, newes. | | 
Bowl. Sweete rogue, whats the matter? 
Birn. By leſu the rareſt dauncing in chriſtendome. 
Bond, Sweetraſcall, where, O doeflot kill my foule 
With ſuch delaves, tell me kinde rogue, Otell me where it1s. 
' Barn, Ata wedding in Gratious ſtreete. 
Bow. Come, come, away, Ilong to ſce the man 
In dauncing Arte that does more thanI can. 
Bar. Than you fir! he hues not. 
Bow, Why I did vnderſtand thee fo. 
Bar. Youonely excepted, the world beſides 
Cannot afford more exquiſite dauncers 
T han arenow capring 1n that bridalc houſe. 
Bow. I will bcholdc them, come crutch, thou ſhalt with vs. 
Crip. Notl. 
Bow, Downe dogge,ile haue thy company. 
Crip. 1havebu fneſle. 
Bow. By this hand thou ſhalt goe with vs. 
Crip. By this leg I will not. 
Bow. A lame othe, neuer ſtand to that. 
Crip. By this crutch but I will. 
Bar. Come, youlooſc time, ſupper is done long lince, 
And they are now a dauncing, 
| Emer maſter Berry and Fidale. 
Berry Stay Fiadle with thy torch, Gentlemen, good ecuen. 
Barn. Mailter Berry! 
Bow. Mailter Berry , I wiſh you well fir : maiſter Fiddt I 
am yours for a congec. 
Fidale After the French ſalutation Iam yours for the ike 
- curtelle. 
Berry Maiſtcr Bar»ard, to morrow is your day 
Ot payment fir, Imeane the hundred pound, 
t For whichT hauc your bond , I know tis ſure, 
Youwillnet breake an houre; then it you pleaſe 
 Tocometo dinner ſir, you thall be welceme. 
Barn. Sir, I did meane to vilite you at home, 
Not to pay downe the moncy, but iutreate 


Twe 
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T oo moneths for-bearance. 
Ber. How! forbcare my money? 
Yourreaſon, why I ſhould forbeare my owne? 
Burn Youknow at firſt the debt was none of mine, 
I was a (uretie, not the principal]: 
Beſides, the money that was borrowed 
Miſcarriedin the venture; my friend died, 
And oncealready haue you priſoned me, 
Tomy great charge,almoſt my ouer-throw, 


And fome-what raiſdethe debt by that aduantage: 


T heſc things conſidered, you may well forbeare 
For two moneths ſpace, ſo ſmall a ſumme as this. 
B:r. How! I may forbeare; Sir, I haue necde of money: 
I may indeed ſitmonileſle at home, | 
Andlet you walke abroad | MA my coynuc. 
This I may doe, but fir you know my minde, 
If you do breake your day,aflure your ſelfe, 
T hat I will take the forfeit of your bond. 
Crip. Thefortcit of his bond! 
Ber. I fir,the forfeit; tisno charitic 
To fauour you that liue like Libertines: 
Heer's a Crew! 
All. A crew; what Crew? 
Ber. Acrew of vnthrifts,careleſle diſlolutes, 
Licencious prodigalls, vilde tauern-tracers. 
Night ward money-waſters, what ſhouldI call yee> 
OI want words for to define,you rightly; 
But this I know, London ne're foltred ſuch 
As Barnard, Bowdler, and this paltrie crutch. 
Crip. And you want words farra, ile teach thee words; 
Thou ſhouldſt haue come to eucry one of vs 
A3 thus: thou wretch, thou miſer thou vilde f{laue 
And drudge to money, bend-man to thy wealth, 
Apprentice to a penny, thou that hourds vp 
Thefric of filuer pence and half-peniecs, 
Wit [ew of charitieto give the poore, A 
But putſt them to increaſe, where in {hort time 
T hey grow a childspart, or a daughters portion. 


\D3 Thou 
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i Thou that inuents new clauſes for a boyd * 
4 To couſin {unple plaineneſle: O nota Dragon, 
; No, nor the deuils fan gsarchalfcſo cruell 
As arethy clawes; thus,thus thou ſhouldſt haue railde: 
Theforfeit of his bond, O I could ſpit | 
My heart into his face; thou blood-hound that doſt hunt 
Thedeere, deere life of noble Gentrie. 
Berry. Cripple,tis knownelT am an honeſt man; 
But for thy wordes, Barnard ſhall fare the worſe: 
As forthy ſelfe. 
Fid Who heir, neuer regard him, I know the vildeſt 
thing by him, O tis abhominable! 
Zer.Doſt thou fo Fiddie,ſpeake,hold,take thou that, fpeake 
of his ſhame, ſpcake treely, ile protett thee. 
Fid. Itell you fir, twill make your hairc to ſtand on end as 
ſhfte as a Rubbing-bruih,to heare his villanics. 
What's this you haue giuen me? 
Ber. A lſhilling Fiadle. 
Fid. Have youany skillin Arithmeticke? 
Ber. Why doſt thou aske? 
Fia.Sir, I would hane you to multiplyzcould you not make 
this one ſhilling two or three? would not be knowneto beg, 
: butif ontof your cunning b_ can doe thistricke of mult- 


plication, I ſhall ſpeakethe better. 
Ber. O ther's another ſhilling for thee, now let mee heare 


what villanies thou canſt charge the Cripple with. 

Fid. So fir, this is multiplication, now fir, if you know the 
Rule of addition you are an excellentScholler : can you not 
adde? 

Berry. What doſt thou meaae? 

Fid. An other ſhilling fir. © 

Ber. There is another ſhilling; now Fida/e ſpeake. 

Fid. Why thenattend you Hilles and Dales,and ſtones fo 
quickeof hearing, this Cripple 1s. 

All. Whats he villame? 

Fid. An honeſt man,as any 1sinall the towne. 


Ber. An honeſt man! 


Fid, Iby this filucr,and as gooda fellow as cuer went vp- | 
on 
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on fourelegges,if you would multiply till mid-night, I woald 


neuer ſpeake otherwiſe. 
Ber. Fidale,thou art a knave, and (o is hee: 
Comelet vs home; Barnard,looke to thy bond, 
If thou doe breake thy day, Ido proteſt, 
By yon chaſte Moone. 
 Fid. Thechaſte Moone, why the Moone is notchaſte. 
Ber. How prou'ſt thou that? 
Fid>* Why fir, ther's a man in the middlcof her, how can 
ſhe be chaſte then? 
Berr. Then by my life I ſweare, ileclap him vp 
Where he ſhall ſce netther the ſunne nor moone, 
Til) I be ſatisfied the vemolt penny, 


And ſo fare-well. Exit. 
Fid. Gallants good-night; if time and place were in prol- 
eritie, I were yours for an houres ſocictic, I muſt after yon 


mulbery with my torch : aduedearc hearts, adue. Ext. 
Bowd. Come Barnard, lets to the dancing, lets tickle it to 
For to morrow thy heeles may be too heauy. (night, 
Barn, Alls one; my heart {hall beas lightas fire. 
Come,ſhall we goe? 


Bowd. Cripple,will you along}? 
Crip. My bulines ſtayes me heere. 
Bowd. Fare-well then dogyge of 1/raelt, farewell, Exeamt. 


O 
Crip. Als one, my heart ſhall beas lightas fire: 
Sblood, were I nd a hundred pound, 

My: fortune faild, and fled as Barnard are, 

Not worth a hundred pence as Barnard is: 

I ſhoud be now deuiling ſentences 

And Caueats, for poſteritie to carue 
Vpon the inſide of the counter wall: 

T herefore llc now turac prouidentz Ne to my ſhoppe 


And fall to worke. 
Enter Phillis. 


Phil. Yonder's his ſhop, O now you gods aboue 
Pittie poore Phy heart,thatmelts in loue; 
IaſtruR the Cripple to findeout my loue, 
Which I will ſhadow vnder the conceit os 


L 
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Of my invention for this piece of worke; 
bi O teach him how to yeeld me louc againe, 

Alitele little loue, a Lage of kinde affeion, 
His many vertues are my true direQtion: 
By yourlcauc M. Drawer. 
Crip. Welcome Miltreſle Flower,whats your pleaſure? 
Phil. My cauſe of comming is not vaknowneto you, 

Hereis beſpoken worke whichmuſt be wrought 
With expedition, I pray haue care of it; 
Thereſtduel[referre to your direion: 
Onely thishankercher,a yong Gentlewoman, 
Withd me acquaint you with her mind herein: 
In one corner of the ſame, place wanton love, 
Drawing his bow ſhooting an amorous dart, 
Oppolite againſt him an arrow ina heart, 
In a third corner piure foorthdiſdaine, 
A cruc|| fate vnto a louing vaine: 
In the fourth drawe a ſpringing Lawrell tree, 
Circled about with a ring of pocſie: and thus it is: 


Lowe wownd; the heart and conquers fell di/dayne, 
Lome pitties lone, ſeeing true lone mpaine: 


Lone ſeeing Lone how faithfull Lone aid breath, 
At lengthimpald loue with a Laurell wreath. 


Thus you hauc heard the Gentle. womans minde, 

I pray be carefull thatit be well done: 

And (oLleaue you,more[ faine would ſay, h 

But ſhame torbids and calles me hence away. Evi. 
Crip. Sweet faire, I pittic, yet no relictc 

Harbors within the cloſet of my ſoule: 

This Philhs beares me true affetion, 

But I deteſt the humor of fond love: 

Yetam I hourely ſolicited 

As now youſee, and fainc ſhe would make knowne 

T he true perplexion of her wounded heart; 


But modeſtie checking her forwardnelle 


Bids her be (Ullz yet ſhe in ſimulies 


Xt WA Me jz | _ Or the EXTHange 
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And loue-comparifons,like a good Scholler 
By figures makes a demonſtration 
Of the true love encloſed in her heart. 
I know it well, yet will not tell hero, 
Fancie ſhall never marry me to woe; 
Takethis of me, a yong man's never mar'd, I 
Till he by marriage from all joy be bar'd. Ext, 
Emter Franke fimging, 

Frank. Te goas of Lone that fits atone, and pitty Loner: paine, 
Looke from your thrones ypon the mones that 1 de now [uſtaine, 
Was euerman thus tormented with loue? 

Song. Telutle birds that fit and ſorg 
Amidſt the ſhadie valleys, 

And ſee bow Phillis [wecth walkes 
Wubin ber Garden alleges, 
Goe pretie birds about her bowre, 
Sing pretie birdes ſhe may not lowre, 
Ah me,me thinkes 1 ſee ber frowne 
Te pretie wantons warble. 

Go tell ber through your chirping billes, 
Arnie wv ping 
T 0 her is onely knowne my lone, 
Which from the world « hidden: 
Goe prety birds andtell ber (0, 
See that your notes ſiraine not too bw, 
For full me thinke I ſee her ſrowne, 

Te pretie wantons warble. 

Gotune your voices barmonie, 
And ſing I am ber loner, 
Straine lowde and ſweet that every note, 
With ſweet content may mone her: © 
And ſbe that bath the ſweeteſt woyce, 
Tell her ] will not change my choice, 
Tet ftil! me thimkes I /ee ber frowne, 
Ye pretie wanton; warble. 

O flue, make haſte,ſee,ſce, ſhe faller 
Into 4 prety ſlumber, a 
Sing rownd about ber roſie bed 
| E wo 
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That waking ſhe may wonder, 
Say to ber,ti; ber (oner tree, 
T hat ſendeth lone tn you to you: 
And when you heare ber kindeveply, 
Returne with pleaſant warblings. 
Avaunt deluſion, thoughts cannot winne my loug 
Loue,though diuine, cannot diujne my thoughts: 
Why to the ayre then do Tidle heere 
Soch heedles words farre off, and ne're the neere; 
Fiiethee yoag Fraxke,to her that keepes thy heart, 
There let {weet words they ſweeter thoughts impart. 
But ſtay; here comes my mellancholly les back, 


Ile ſtep aſide, and hearetheir conference. Exit afide. 


Antho, What? 1s ny brother Ferdinand ſoncere? 
 Heis myelder, I muſt necds giue place; 
Anthorg ſtand by, and l1:{t what he doth ſay, 
Haſte cal!es me hence, yet I will brooke delay. 
Ferd. Shall I exclaime gainſt fortunc and miſhap, ; 
Or raile on Nature who fir{t tramed me? 
Is it hard chance that keepes me from my loue? 
'Oris this heape of loathd deformitie, 
T he cauſethat breeds ablemmikh in her cy c? 
I know not what to thinke,or what to ſay, 
Onely onecomfort yet I haue 1n (tore, 
_ Which I will prattiſethough I ne'retry more, 
Anti. Oh, for to heare that comfort I doe long, 
Ileturneit to a ſtraine to right my wrong, 
Ferd. T have a brother rwall in my loue; 
| Thaue a brother hates me for my loue; 
I haue a brother vowes to winne my louc; 
 Thatbrother too,hc hath incenlt my loue, 
To gaine the beauty of my deerelſt loue 
What hope remaines then to 1m10y tiny loue? 
Amnh. Iam that brother riuall in his loue, 
I am that brother hates lum for lis Jouz: 
Not his but mine, and I will have that love, 
 Orneverli"e to ſee kim kifle my lou; 
What thuu erſt ſayd,I am that man alone, 


That wall depoſe you brother from loucs throne; 


hy, — 


I am 
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Tam that man,though youmy elder be, 
T hat will aſpire beyond you one degree. 
Ferd. | have no meanes of priuate conference. 
. 90 narrowly purſues my hinderer, 
No ſooner am [I entred the ſweet court 
Ot louely reſt, my loues rich manſion, 
But riuall loue to my affeftion 
Followes me, as a ſoone enforced ſtrawe, 
The drawing vertue of a fable jeat: 
This therefore's my determination, 
Within the clofe wombe of a ſealed paper, 
 WillIrnightdownein bloody Characters, 
Theburning zeale of my affection: 
And by ſome truſty meſlenger or other, 
Conuey theſameinto my loues owne hand; 
So ſhall I know her reſolution, 
And how ſhe fancies my affection. 4 
Antho. Yet ſubtill Fox, I may perchance to croile you: 
Brother, well met; whither away ſo faſt? 
Ferd. About aftaires thatdoe require ſome haſte. 
Ambo. T1s well done brother, you ſceke {till for gaine. 
Ferd, But you would reape the harueſt of my paine: 
Farewell good brother, I muſt needes be gone, } 
I haue ſcrious buſinefle now to thinke vpon: 
Yet for Iteare mv brother Amthone, 
Ile ſtep alide and ſtand a whule vnſecne, / 
I may perchance difſcry which way he goes;' 
T hus policic mv{t worke twixt friends and foes. 
Anth. So,hee is gone, I ſcarſely truſt him neither; 
For t15 his cuſtome, like a ſneaking, toole, 
To fetch a compalle of a nvle about, 
And creepe where he would be; well, let him palle, 
I heard ham ſay,that ſince by word of mouth 
He could not purchaſe his iweet muſtreile fauour, 
He would RES what his wit might doe 
By writing, and by tokens; O tis good 
Wring with inke; O no,but with his blood. 


'Well,ſo much for that, now I know his minde 
E 2 Idoe 


Alide. 


NO 
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Idoeintend not to be farre behinde: 
Hecleſend a letter, I will write another, 
Doe wu hat you can,ite be before you brother 
le entercept h1s [-tter! vY the w dy, 
And as time ferues, the ſame Lwill beryray: 
Nline being made, a Porter lle procure, 
Thatſhallc conuey that heart-inficing lure; 
 Aboutitthen, iny letter ſhall be rit, 
Thovghnot with blood, yet with a reaching wit. Exit. 
Ferd. And hall it ſo, ood brother Anthonie? 
Were youlonecre w hen \ we in ſecret talk d? 
Wilene' reve otherwiſe? will you, dog me (hill? 
Emer Franke, 
Welcome {weete Frank; ſuch news I haue to tell, 
As cannot chuſe but hike thee'paſsing well: 
"Thou knowelt my Jone to Phils? 
Frank. Brother, {ay on. 
Ferd. Thou 5 a3 art acquainted with my rivall, 
And Idoecbuild vpon your ſecrecie. 
Frark, Sblood,and I thought you did not, Ide retire: 
Brother vou know, I loue you as my life. 
Fer1. dare protelle asmuch, and there-vpon 
NMakebold to craue thy furtherance, i ina thing 
Concernes me much:. / 
Franke. Ont with itbrother; 

1t I ſhrinke backe , repoſe trult in ſome other. 
Ferd. Then thus it 15 zmy brother all in haſte 

Is gone, to write a letter to my loue, 

Aud thinkes thereby to croſle mein my ſute, 

Sending itby a Porter to her hand; 

If cuer therefore thou writ aid thy brother, 

Helpe me1n this, who ſecekes helpe from no other. (Imay. 

Frank, Bythe red lippeof thatdaintie faint, Ile aid thee all 

Ferd. It is cough; then brother Ile prouide 

A Porters habite, alike in euery point, 

Will you but fomuch hunble your eſtate, 

Toput yourſfelte in that ſo baſe attyre, _ 

Andlike ſo meanc a perſon waitc his comming, 


About 
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About his doore which will not be orelong, 
Thou ſhalt for ener binde me to thy loue. 
Franke Brother, tis a baſe raske, by this lighc, 
But-to procure a further force of loue, 
Ile doot, yfaith I will {weete Ferdinand, 
Aboutit then, prouide thee ſome diſguiſe, 
Bur ſce you ſtay not long inany wile, 
Heere hat you finde ne, goe, diſpatch. 
Ferd. For thisile lonethee enerlaſtingly. * 
Franke Meane time ile crofle your lone and if I can, 
Heeres no villanie twixt vs three brothers: 
My brother Ferdmandhe would havethe wench; 
And Antheme he hopes to hauc her too: 
Then what may I? faith hope well, as they doe. 
Neither of them know that 1 lone the Maidec; 
Yetby this hand I am halfe mad for lone. 
I know not well what love is, buttisfure, 
Ile die it I haue her not, therefore 
Good brothers mine beguile you one an other, 


Till you be both gulld by your yonger brother. 
Enter Ferdmand. 


Ferd. Heereis a Porters habite,on with it brother. 
Frank Your hand then brother for to put it on, 
So now tis well, come brother, whats my raske? 
Ferd. T his firſt, that thoumake haſte to Autbentes, 
Askefor a burden and thou ſhall be ſure 
To haue hisletter to my deere loue Photo, 
Deliver it not, but krepeit to thy ſeife, 
Tull thou haſt given this paperto her hands, 
Whoſelines do intiznate thy chaſte defiresy, 

This is the ſumme of all, z00d Franke;make haſte, 
Love burves in me; and I mlone'doc waſte. _— Exe. 
Franke Waſte (till, butletme irr my loueincreaſe, 
Now would not all the world take me for a Porter? 

How ſtrangely am I metamorphoſed? 
And yetIncedenotbe aſhamed neither, 
lowe when his loue-ſcapes when he attempted euer 


Transformd himſelfe; yeteuer ſped 7 loue, 
o % 


Why 
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Why may notT then in this ſtrange diſguiſe? 
his habite may proouc mighty in loucs powre, 
beaſt, or bird, bull, or ſwanne, or golden ſhowre: 
Emer Anthonie. 

Anthe, Within the centre of this paper ſquare, 

HaueI wrote downe in bloudy characters, 

A pretty pocſie ofa wounded A, 

Such is lones force once burſt into a flame, 

| Doe what wecan we cannot quench the ſame, 
Vaolelletheteares ofpitty mone compaſsion, 
And fo quench out the fire of affection, 
Whoſe burning force heats me in euery vainc, 
That I to Loucfor ſafety muſt complaine: 

T his 1s my Orator whoſe dulcet tongue 

Muſt pleade my loue to beautcous Phulbs. 
Now for atruſty meſſenger to be 

Imployd heercin betwixt my loue and me, 
 Andin good timeT ſee a Porter nie, 

Come huther fellow, dwell{t thou heere about? 

Franke Sir, my abiding isnot farre from hence, 
And Truſty hn men call me by my name. 

Arnth, Canſt thou be truſty then, and ſecret too, 
Being imployd in weighty bulineſle? 

Franze Sir, 1 was neuer yet difprooud in eyther. 

Arnth. Then marke me well, in Cornhill by th'Exchange, 
| Dwellsanoid Merchant, Flower they call his name, 
He bath one onely daughter, to whoſe hands, 
It thou conueniently canſt givethis letter, 

Tlepay thee well, make thee the happieſt Porter 

T hat cuer vndertooke ſuch bangle. | 
Franke Sir, giveme yourletter, it I doc it not, 

Thenletyourpromiſde fauonr be forgot. 

Anth. Ambony Golding is my name, my friend, 
About it then, thy-meſlage being done, 
Make haſte to me againe, till when, I leaue thee. ZExu. 

Franke And fo tare thee well lowing brother, 

It had bin better you had ſent ſonic other, 


| Let nic conlider what is beſt be done, 


Shall 
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ShallT deliver his letter? No: 
Shall I conuey it to my riuall brother? Nor ſo: 
Shall I teare the ſame? No notfor a million: 
What ſhall I then do? mary l:ke a kindebrother, 
Open the booke, ſee whatis written there, 
If nought but loue, in louc haue thou a ſhare. 
Brother, by yourleaucTI hope youle not deny, 
ButthatT loue you : God bleſlemy eic-fight, 
A Sonnettisin verſe, now on my life 
He hath peruſdeall the impreſsions 
Of Sonnets lince the fall of Lucifer, 
And made ſome ſ{curuy quaint colle&tion 
Offuſtian phraſes, and vplandiſh wordes. 


eA L[ctter. 
Aire poory of vertuc, thy enamorate 
Pleades loyally in pure affetion, 
Whole paſs:zon Loue do thou exonorate, 
And he ſhall liue by thy protection: 
Nor from thy Joue ſhall he once derogate, 
For any ſoule vnder this horizon, 
Yee!d thou to loue, and I will faile in neither, 
So louc and truth ſhall alwayes liue together. 
Toxrs denoted, Anthony Golding. 


| Before God,excellent good Poetry, 
Sbloud what meanes he by this line? 


For any [oule wnder this horizon? 
No matter for his meaning, meane what he wilt, 


I mcanc his meaning ſhall not be delinered, 

But for my other truſt my otherletter, 

That ſhall come ſhort too of fairc Phils hands, 

Theres a Cripple dwelling hcere at hand, 

Thats very well acquainted with the Maide, 

And for I once did refcue them from thicues, 

Swore, ifheliude, he would requite that kindnes, 

 Tohimlwilltor councecll, he ſhall be 
My tutor by his witand pollicte. Ext, 
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Emter Boy in a Shop cutting of [quare parch ments, 
ro him enter Philly, 


Mi, Why how nov lirra, can you finde nought to dae, 
But waſte the parchmentin this 1dle (ort? 
Boy Ido but what my miſtris gaue in charge. 
Phi. Your miftris! 1a good time: then fir itſeemes 


Your duety cannot ſtoope but to herlewre: 
Sir, I will make you knowe, that in hir abſence 
You ſhall accompt to my demaiind, your mi(tris 
And your miſtris will is thus, and thus youle doe: 
But anſ{were to themotion I haue made, 
Or you ſhall feele you haue another miſtcis now: 
Speake, why when I ſay? 
Boy Indecdel know your glory, 
Your pride's at full in this authoritie: 
But,were itnot for modeſt baſhfulneſle, 
And that I dread a baſe contentious name, 
I would not be a by-word to th'Exchange, 
For cuery one to ſay(my ſelfc going by) 
| Yon goes a vallall to authorine. 
#hs!. You would not fir : had Ithe yeard inhand, 
Tde meaſure your patefor this deluſion, 
And by my maiden chaſtitie I\weare, _ 
_ Valeſle Reach for the yeard, andthe bey flay ber hand. 
Boy What vnlcfle! I know your wilfulnes, 
Theſe wordesare but to ſhew.the world your humour; 
I often vſeto ſquare theſe parchment peeces 
Without occaſion. : Iam-ſure you are not mug 


The Lawnes you lately boughtof maiſter Brookes 

Arenew come home, brought by the Merchants ſeruant: 

I know you are ſhort membred, but not ſo ſhort 

Of your remembrance, that this is newes to you. | 
['kil. Y arcbeſt to brave meing taunting humour, - 

Wi'tpleaſe you ope thedoore? wheres V7/ula? 

Oh heeres gocd {luſke, my backe's no ſconerturnd 

Eut i}.c mult necdes be gadding, and wherel pray? 


Boy 


of rhe Exchange. 
Boy. Shee's goneto M. Pawmers on th'other ſide. 
_ Pbil. On great occaſions, ſir, I doubtitnot. 


St and worke in the ſhop. 


Enter 1A4.Richard Gardiner beoted, and 1M. Willam 
Benn. t,two gem lemen, at one ende of the ſtage. | 
Ben. Kinde Dicke,thou wilt not be ynmindful! ofmy dutic 

To thatſame worthy Arts-maſter,Lyone/! Barnes. 

Gard. T hy lone, ſweet Pl, hath chaindeit to my memory. 

Ben. Then with this kinde imbraceI take my leaue, 
Wiſhing thou wert as ſafe arriu'd at Cambriage, 
As thou art atthis preſent neere the Exchange. 

Gard And well remembred, kind #:0 Benet, 
Others affaires made me obliuious 
Of mine owne; Ipray thee goetothe Exchange, 
I have certaine bands, and other linnen to buy, 
Prethee accompanic me. 


Ben, Withall my heart. 
Gard. Sure, this 1s a beauteous gallant walks 


Were my continuall refidencein London, 
I ſhould make much vſc of ſuch a pleaſure: 
Methinkes the glorious virgins of this ſquare 
Giues life to dead ſtrucke youth; Oh heavens! 
Ben. Why how now Dicke? 
Gard. By my (weete hopes of an hercafterbliſſe, 
I neuer ſaw a fairer face then this: 
O for acquaintance with ſorich a beautie. 
Ben. Take thy occaſion, never hadſt thou better. 
Card. Haueather then. 
Phil. Whatlacke you Gentlemen? 
Gard. Faith nothing, had1I thee. 


For in thine eye all my deſires I ſee. 
Fil. My ſhop you meanefir, there you may haue choice 


Of Lawnes, or Cambricks, Ruffes well wrought,Shirts, 


Fine falling bands of the Italian cut-worke, 


Ruffes for your hands, waſt-cotes wor with fUke, 
Night. caps of gold, or ſuch like wearing linnen, 


Fit for the Chap-man of what ere degrec. 
F E "7 Card 
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Gard.Faitl: virgin in my dayes, I haue worne & out-worne 
Yea,many of theſe golden ncceflaries; (much, 
Butſacha gallant heautic, or ſuch a forme 
 Ineuer ſaw, norneiter worethelike: 

_ Faith be go: thenwnokinde, butlet me weare 
This hapeof thine, although I buy it deere. 
_ . ?bil. Whathaththe Tarlorplaide his part ſo well, 
Thar with my. gowne you are ſo farrein loue? 

Gerd. Miſtake not {:vectyour garment is the couer, 
Thar vailes the {ſhape and pleaſures of a louer. 

Phit, That argucs then, you doc not ſee my ſhape, 

How comes it then you arein loue with jt? 

Gard. A garment made by cunning Artſ-mens skill, 
Hides all defects chat Natures ſwaruyng hand 

 Hath done amille, and wakes the ſhape ſecme pure 
If then it grace ſuch lame deformitic, 
It addes a greater 2rnceto puritie. 

7h. Oh thort liu'd praiſe! even now I was as faire 

As any thing; paws fouleryoting. 

Diſlembling men, what made will cred.te them? 
Gard. How miſconitruqQion leades your theughts awry. 
Ben. I pretheg Dicke adpne; thuwke on thy tourney. 

Phi. You counſ{]! well fir, [thizkethe Gentleman 

Comes but to whet his wit, and tis but need; 
Tis blunt enough, he may ride farre vpon't. 
Gard. Mary gip Minx. 
Phil. A fine wordin a Gentlemans mouth; 
T'were good your backe were towards me, 
There can I reade letter content, then io. the face of luſt. 

Gard, Now vou diſplay your vertues, as they are. 

Phil, What am 1, you, Cipher, parrei:thefis of words, 
Stall-troubler, prater, what fit I heere for naught? 

Beſtoiww your luſttull court-thips on your minions, 

T his place holds none; you and your COMPanIon 

Get you downe the tunes, or I proteſt | ., _ - 
Ilemake this {ſquared walke too bottefor you. 
Had you bcen as you ſeemd 10 qut-ward wi 
Houelt Gentlemen, ſuch termes of vilde abuſe 


Had 
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Had not been proffredto virginitic; 

But Swaines will quickly ſhew their baſe deſent. 
Gard. This is no placefor brawles,butif it were, 

Your impolitions are more then I would beare. 


Ben, Come,ſhee's a woman, I pretheeleaucher. 
Fxeant Gard. aud Ben, 


Phil. Nay ſurca maid, yvnleſle her thoughts decctuc her. 
God ſpcede you well: firra boy. 
Boy. Anone. 
Go to the Starchers for the ſute of ruffes, 
For M: Bowalers bands, and M.Gotdmes ſhits, 
LetShauea care to pleaſe our prooued friends? 
As forour ſtrangers,ifthey vſe vs well, 
For louc and money, loue and waze weele ſell. Fxennt . 
Enter Franke. The Cripple at worke. 
Frank, Now fortune be my guide, this is the ſhop; 
And in good time the Cripple 1s at worke: 
God ſpeede you fir. 
Crip. Welcome honeſt friend; whats thy will with me? 
Frank. I would entreat you readea letter for me. 


Crip. Withall my heart: 

I know the maide to whom it is direted. | 
Frank. 1know you doe Cripple, better then youthinke. 
Crip. Ipray you, what Gentleman writ theſame? 
Frark. Sir,a Gentleman of good learning,and my friend; 

Tofay the truth, t'was written tormy lelte, 

Being ſome-what ouertaken with fond loue, 

As many men be fir. 

Crip. Why artthou perſwaded,or haſte thou any hope, 

So beautifull a virgin as ſhe 15, 

Ot ſuch faire parentage; ſo vertuous, 

So gentle, kinde,and wiſc as Phulis 15, 

T hat ſic will take remorſe of ſuch baſe ſtuffe, 

I thinke not ſo: but let me ſee, whats thy name? 

Frank. T ruſtic lo&bhn men cali me fir. | 
C)4p. How comes it then your blinded Secretane, 
| Hath writ anothername vnto the letter? 


"  TYowridenated Anthony Golding, | 
a þ 2 But 
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But ſure this letter15 no rightof thine, 
Either thou foundſt the ſame by happy chance, 
Orbeingimployed asa Mcſlenger, 
Plaid'{t Iegerdumaine with him that ſent the ſame: 
Wherefore the maid (well knowne vato my fclte) 
I will rcferue the letter to her vic, 
T hat ſhe, it by the name hercia fet downe, 
She know the Gentleman that doth with her well, 
She may be gratefull for his courtelie. 
Frank, Nay thenlI ſee I muſt diſcloſemy ſclfe: 
Sir, might I build vpon your ſecrecae, \ 
I would diſcloſc a fecret of import. 
(rip. Allurethy ſelfe I will not inture thee. 
. Frenk Then Cripple know,I am not what ſeem, 
But tooke this habite to deceive my triend: 
My triend indeed, but yetmy crucll foc; 
Foc to my good, my friend inoutward thow: 
I amno Porter, as I ſeemeto bee, 
But yonger brother to that Antbory; 
And to be briefe, I am in love with Philas, 
Which my two e!der brothers do afte&t: 
T hic one of them ſeekes to defeat the other: 
Now if that], being their yonger brother 
Could gull them both, by getting of the wench, 
I wouldrequitcitwith loues recompence. 
Cripple,thou once did{tpromife me thy loue, 
WhenlI did reſcue thee on Mile-end Cyreene, 
Nov 15 the time, now letme haue thy ayd, (\ 
To gullmy brothers of that beauteous mayd. 
Crip. Sir, whatIpromiſdeI will now performe; 
My loueis yours, my life to doe you good, 
| Which to approoue,follow me butin all, 
| Weelegull your brothers in the wench,and all. 
Frank, Sailt thou meſo friend, for that very word 
My life 1s thine, command my hand and fword. 
Crip. Thenlctme ſeethis letter; it ſhould ſee me 


You vnder-tooke to carry from your brother 
To thematde. 
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Franke I did, and frommy brother Feramand, 
This otherletter to the ſame effe&t. 

o_ Well,liſt to me, and follow my aduiſc, 
You ſhall deliver neither of them both) 
But frame twoletters of your owne inuention, 
Letters of flat deniall to their ſutes, 
Giuethem to both your brothers as from Phills, 
And lcteachline in either Lettertend 
To the difpraiſc of both their features; 
And the concluſion I would hauec ſet downe, 
A flat rcſolue bound with ſome zealous oath, 
Neuer to yecld to eyther of their ſutes: 
Andaifthis ſortnot well to your content, 
Condemnethe Cripple. 

Franke But this will aske much time, 
And they by this time looke formy returne. 

Crip. Why then my ſelfe will fit you preſently, 
I haue the Coppies in my cuſtody, 
Of ſundry Letters to the ſameeffeR. 

Frange Otthy owne writing? 

Crip. My ownelI aſlure you, fir, 

Franke Faith thou haſt robd ſome Sonet booke or other, 
And now wouldſt make me thinke they are thine owe. 

Crip. Why, thinkſt thou that I cannot \yrite a letter, 
Ditty, or Sonnet with iudiciall phraſe, 
As pretty,pleaſing,and pathcticall, 
As the beſt Owid-1mmuitacing dunce 
In all the towne. 

Franke I thinke thoucanſt not. 

Crip. Yea, ile {weare] cannot, 
Yet irra, I could conny-catch the world, 
Make my ſelfe famous for a ſodaine wit, 
And be admirdefor my dexteritic, 
Were I diſpoſde. 

Franke I pre thee how. TWO 

Crip. Why thus there liu'd a Poet in this towne, 
(If we may terme our moderne Writers Pocts) 


Sharpe-witted, bitter-tongd, his penne of ſtecle, _ 
F 3 His 
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His incke was temperd with the biting tayce, 
And extraQs of the bitterſt weedes thatgrew, 
Heneuer wrote but when the elements 
Of Fire and Warer tilted in his braine: 
T hus fellow rexdy to give vp his ghoſt 
To Laciae: boſome, did bequeathe to we 
His Library, which was juſt nothing, 
Dutrolles, and {crolles, and bundles of ca'? wit, 
Siach as dur{tnener viſit Paules churchyard: 
Amongſt them all. Thappened on a quire 
Or tivo of paper filld with Songs and Ditries, 
And heere and there a hungry Fpigramme, 
T hele I reſerue to my owne proper vic, 
And Pater-noſter-lke have kon'd them all. 
Tcould now when I amin company, 
Atalchouſe, ta':erne, or an ordinaric, 
Vronatheamemakean extemporall ditty, 
(Or one at lealt ſhould fceme extemporall) 
Out of th'aboundanceof this Legacie, 
Thatal!) would judgcit.and report it to9, 
To beti:einfantof a fodaine wit, 
And then werelI an adtmirahle fellow. 
Franke T his were a peece of cutming.. 
Crip. I could doe more. for I covld make enquirie 
Where the beſt witted Gallants vſe to dine, 
Foliow them to the tauerne, and there fit 
I:i the next rowme with a cajues head and brimſtone, 
And oucrhcare thei: talke, obſerve theit humours, 
Colle therr jeaſts, put them into a play, 
And tirethem too with payment to vehold. 
Wharl haue filcktttrom them. This I could doe: 
But O for ſhame thatmen ould ſo arraigne 
T heir ovne fectimmple wits, for verball theft! 
Yetmcn there be that have done this and that, 
And worevy much more than themolt of them. 
Franke Putto our purpole Cr:pp/e to theſe letters. 
C:r7e Thavethem ready for you, hcerethey be, 


Giuc ticks to your two brothers, lay that Phillis | 
Deliue- 
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Delivered them with frownes, and though lier name 
Be not ſubſcribdE (which may not well be done) 

Ir may perhaps giue them occaſion 

Tothinke ſhe ſcornd them ſomnch grace and fauour. 
This done, returne to me, and let me know 
Thoccurrants of this praſtiſe as they growe, 


And fo farewell, I can nolonger [tand 
To talke with you, I have ſome worke in hand. FE xm. 


Franke Farewell mad Cripple, now Franke Golaing Ne, 
Toputin practiſe this new pollicie: | ; 
But ſoft, heere comes tlic Maide, I wil aſſay 


Emer Phillts and Fiddle, 


Topleade my owneloue by a (tranger way, 
By your leaue fir. 
Fid. Porter, I am not for vou, you ſceI ain perambulatins 


before a temalc. | 
Fraxke 1 would craue but a word witi you. 
rid. Speakecin time then Porter, for otherwiſe I doe not_ 


loueto anſweryou, and becas buicte as you can, good Por- 
(CT 
Fran, I pray you fir, what Gentlewoman 15 tits? 
Flidgale. Certes Porter, Ifcruea Gentleman, that Gentle- 
nan 15 father to this Gentlewoman , this Gentlewoman 13 
a maide, this maide1s faire, and this fairemaide belongeth to. 
the Exchange,and the Exchange lathnot the like fairemanl - = 
now Porter, put al this together, and tel me what itſpels. 
Franke Ipromite you ir, you haue poldeme. 
Tid, Then you arc an allc Porter,tis the taire Naide of the 
Ixchange. 
Fran. Hirnamel pray you (ir. | 
Fug. Her name Porter requiies much poeticalitie in the 
ſubſcripuon, and nolefle jndgement m the vnderftanding 
her name 15 Pnillu, not Phills that ſame dainty Jatle thar 
was bcloued of Amwitas , nor Phill thee that doated on that 
comely youth Dewropboen, but this is Phils, that molt [trange 


Phu, thellowreotthe Exchange. 
PB. 
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Pal. W nat, would that Porter any ting with 1n.C? 

Franbe Yes Miftris, linceby channce | meete you heere, 
Iletell you, though irnot concerneswy lelfe, 

What I thismor ning (awe; thercis a G: lon 

One maſter Co/aing the yongelt of three brotners, 

T hey call him! Frankez O tus man lies very licke, 

I being at his houfe perchance enquired 

What his diſeale was of a ſeruantthere, 

Who ſaid, the doftors cannot tell themſclues, 

But in lus fattes he ever calles on Love, 

And prayes to Loueforpitty, and then names you, 

And then names Louecagaine, and then calles Phills, 

And ſometime ſtartes, and would forſake his bed, 

And being askt whither, he ſayes he would goe to Phils, 

| Mybuſinescalld me hence, but I heard ſay 

His friends doe meancto mtreateyou to take the paines 

To viſit him, becauſethey do ſuppole, 

Thelicke man loves you, and thence his ſickenes growes. 
hi. Porter, is this true? 

Orartthou hired to this, I prethee tell mc. 

Franke Multris,hot hired, my name is T ruſty lob. 
ItI delude you, never truſt me imore. 

Phi. I lake thee Porter, and thanke Loue withall, 
Thatthus hath wrought the tyrant Goldmegs fall, 
Heonceſcornd Loue, zealted at wounded hearrs, 
Challengde almighty beauty, raild at paſs1o n, 
And1s he now caught by the cies and heart? 
Now by Dianaes milke white vaile I \weare, 

The goddeſſeofmy maiden chaſte deſires, 


Tamas glad of it as glad may be, 


_ AndIwillſechim, "if but to laugh at him, 
And torture him with jeaſts; Fiddle, along, 
When wereturne, if they doc ſend for me, 
Ile armemy ſelfe with flowts and crueltic. 

Fiadle Porter, wee committe you,if you be a crafty knaue, 
and layijn the winde fora vantage , you hauc your auſwere: 
warke her laſt wordes, ile arme my ſcife with flowtes and 
_ cruelty. Excnt. 

Frank 
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Frank. Te arme my ſelfe with floutes and crucltic. 
Will you ſo Phulss, whata (tate am Tin? 
Why I of all am furtheſt from herloue: 
Sblood,it I now ſhould take conceit at this, 
Fall ſicke with love indeed, were not my ſtate 
Moſt lamentable? I by this hand were it: 
Well heart,it thou wilt yceld, looke to thy ſelfe, 
T hou wilt be tortur'd, wv ell what remedic. 
Enter Arthome. 
Here comes my brother Anthome, Iam for him. 
Arth. Porter, what newes? ſpake you wath Phillis 
Fr ant. I too late, to my griefe, 
Spoke with her, fir, Y faith I thinkeI haue; 
Heer's aletter for you, and by that 
You ſhall beiudgeit Idid ſpeake with her; 
Now Cripple, ſhall we prooue your learned wit? 
Anh. Zounds am I mad,or1is ſhe mad that writ this? 


WVlereadeitor'e a gaine: 


A Letter. 

Ir,1 did nexer lihe you, 1 doe not nowe thinke well of you, 
and ] will neer loue you: I chooſe my husband wah my 
ejes, and [ haue [rene [ome cſpectall fantt m you; as the co- 
{our of your barre, the elevating of your head, to an affetted 
proportion. as if you fainted for want of aire, and ſtood tn 
that manner to/ucke u ito your noſe, your neckts too long: 
a1: to be ſhort, | hike no part in or about you: and the (hort 
and the long bey, u,that [ witl nexer loue yow, and / will ne- 
ner marry but one [ tome. 


Not yours, butherowrne. 


Antho. Blancke, Iam ſtruckeblancke,and blind, and mad 
Heere isa flat denyall co my ſute, (withall, 
A reſolution never tobe wonne: 

What ſha!l I doe? asfiſt me God of love, 
Inſtru&t me inthy ſchooleetricks; be my guide 
Our of this laborinth of love and feare, 


Vatothe pallace of tauc Phils fauour: 
G I have 
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T have it; I will intimate her mother 
In my behalfe,with letters and with gifts, . 
To herile write to b< my aduocate: 
Porter farewell, ther's for thy paines, : 
Thy profite by this toyle paſleth ny gaines. Exit. 
Frank. Y ou have your anſiver, and a kind one too; 
Cripple ilemake thee clirutches of pure liluer 
For this demfe, thou halt a golden wit; 
Now if my brother Ferdinand were heere 
To reade his ablolution, hecre he comes. 
| Inter Ferdinand, 
Brother. Ferd,. Franke, * 
What haſtthou civcn theletter to her hand, 
And {taid my broticr Aubes:es withall? 
Fr.k I have done beth, and more then that, bchold 
Heercis an anſwere to your letter rother. 
Arnth. Traxhe, I will louctaec,whlules I hue for this. 
Franks. Scarce, when you reade what there contained is. 


y 


A Letter. 
Allant thu write for lowe if you had come your [cf yor. 
myht prrcbance hane ſped; 1 do not counſel you nei- 
ther, to come your /elfe, vileſſe you leaue your 1eag at home, 
or weare av1tard,or come bache-wara*s, for | neuer tooke 
you rnthe face but I am icke : and ſopraymg God 10 cont 
ue my health, by keeping you ſromme, 1 leauc you. 
Ferd, O vnkindeanſivere to a Louers letter; 
= - Letmeſuruay thecnd once more: 
5h For I newer looke you 1 the face but I am [iche:and/o pras- 
ing God to continue me mhealth, by keepin? you from wee. 
Ts ſhee ſo farre from yeelding? is this fort 
Of her chaſte loue yet ſo impregnable? 
What ſhall I doe? this is the furtheſt way, 
A labour of impolſsibilities: 
This way to winne her? I will once a 


{ 


7aIne, 
Challengethepromiſcthather father mademe; 
Tohim le write,and he I know will pleade 
My loue to Philhs,and fo winne the maide. Ext. 
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Frank, Farewell poore tortur'd heart; was euer knowae 
Twolouing brothers in ſuch miſerie? 
Letme conſider of my owne eſtate: 
What protit do reape bv this delvſton? 
Why none; lam as farre from Phil heart 
As when the firſt did wound me with hereyes: 
Cripple, to tee I come, tis thoumuli Le 


My counſellor in this extreamitic. Exit. 
Enter C ripple, B owaler , and Barnard. 


(7:p. Sirra Bowdler, what makes thee in this merry vaine? 
Bowd.O Lord fir,itis your molt eleuated tumorto bemer- 
Ty, to be conciſe, ſet vp the coller,and looke thus with a 601 - 
ble chunne, like Diogenes peering ouer his Tub, is toofeymi- 
call, the ſigneof Mclancholly, and indeede,the mecre etFect 
of aſ.itriiume. 
. Crp. Who would thinke this Gentleman veſterdaves diſ- 
temperature ihould breed ſuch motions? I thinkeit be reſto» 

rotive toactuntie, I never ſay a gentleman caper ſo excellent, 
as licd:a laltmght. 

Bow, Nleane you me'lin? 

Crp. Your ownelelfe,bv this hand. 

Bowd. You cuil me not. 

Crip. How, ouilyou! 
Methinkes a man (o well reputed of, 
So well commended for your quallitics 
In Schooles of nimble activenelle, 
Aud places where diuineſt Querriiters 
Warbleinchanting harmome, to ſuch 
As thinke there is no heauen on earth but theirs: 
And knowing your {clfc to be the Gen 
Of the ſpectators, and the audiencehearts, 
You wrong your worthy ſelfe intollerably, 


To thinke our words ſauor of flatterie. 
Bowd. Sirra dogge, how didit thou like my laſt caper,and 


turne a the toe? 
Crip. Before God paſsing well. 
Barn. I know his worthip madeit,tis ſo excellent, 


Bowd. It was wy yelterdayes exerciſe, | 
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Crip. After the working of your purgation, was it not? 

Bowd, What purgation, you filthy curre? 

Crip. After the purging of your braineSir, 

Bew. Beſbill dozge,barke not, though by muſ-fortune 
Twas laſt night ſomewhat aiſlempered: 
I willnotbe vpbraided; t'was no more 
But torefine my wit; but tel] me truely, 
How doſt thou like my caper? 

Crip. Farre betterthan I can commendit. 

Bowd. Now as lama Gentleman 
My Tutor was not witting of theſame; 
And in my opinion t'will doe excellent: 
O this aire! heer's a moſt eloquious aire for the memorie, 
Tconld ſpend the third part of my Armes in filuer, 
To be encountred by ſome good wit or other. 

Crip. What ſay you to your ſweet heart, al Berry? 

Bewd. Peace Cripple, filence, name her not, I could not 
indure the carr.reof her wit, fora million, ſhee1s the onely 
Thee ercrry vader the heauens; her wit 1s all ſpirit; that ſpirit 
fre, that fire flies from her tongue, able to burne the radix of 
the beſt inucntion ; 1n this Element ſhee 15 the abſtract and 
brecie of all the cloquence ſince the incarnation of Tultte: 
I tell chee Cripple, I had rather incounter Hercs/es with 
blowes, than /a/l Berry with words : And yct by this light I 
am horribly in loue with her. 
Enter Mall Berry. 

Crip. See where ſhe comes,O excellent! 

Bowd. Now have TI no more blood tizan a bull-ruſh. 

Barn. How now; whataile you fir? 

Crip. Whats the matter man? 

Bond. Sce,lee, that glorious angell doth approach, 
What ſhall I doe? 

Crip. Shee iS aſaintindeed; Zounds to her, court her, win 
her, weare her,wcd her, and cd her too. 

Bewd. 1 would it were come to that, I win her! by heauen, 
Jan not furmiſhdof a courting phraſe, to throw at a dogge. 

Crip. Why no, but at a woman you hauc;Olir,ſeeme not 
ſo doulull nov, can you make nofuſtian, aske her zf ſheele 

take - 


. 


of the Exchange. 
take apipe of Tobacco. 


Bow. It wil offend heriudgement, pardon me. 

Cri. Butheare you fir? reading fomuch as you haue done, 
Doc younot remember one pretty phraſe, 
To ſcale the walles of a faire wenches loue? 

Bow, ] nener read any thing but Yeuwsand Adonis. 

Crp. Why thats the very quinteſlence ofloue, 


If you remember but a verſeor two, 
Ile pawne my head, goods, lands and all twill doe. 
Bow. Why then haue at her. 
Fondling I ſay, ftnce I haue hemd thee heere, 
Within the circle of this wory pale, 
Ilc be a parke. 
Hal. Hands off fond (ir. 
Bow. And thou ſhaltbe my deere; 
Feede thou on me, and I will feede on thee, 
And Love ſhall feede vs both. 
Aa. Feedeyou on woodcockes, I can faſt awhile. 
Bow. Vouchfafe thou wonder to alightthy ſteede. 
Crip. Takehcede, ſhees not on horſebacke. 
Bow. Why then ſhes alighted, 
Come ſitthee downe where neuer ſerpent hifles, 
 Andhbeing ſet, ile {mother thee with kiſles. | 
Aa. Why is your breath ſo hot? now God forbid 
T ſhould buy kiſles to be ſmotherd. 
Bow. Neane you me? you gull menot? 
Ma. No,no, poore Bowdler,thou dot gull thy (elte: 
Thus muſtI do to ſhadow the hid fire, 
T bat in my heart doth burne with hot deftre: 
O I doe love him well what ere 1 ſay, : 
Yer will Inot miy ſelfe ſe!fe loue bewray, 
Ifhe be wiſe hee'l ſte with good take heede: 
Bowdier, doe {o, and thou art ire to ſpeede: 
I will fie hence to make his louethe ſtronger, 
Though my affeion muſt lic id the longer. 
What mailter Bowdler, not a word to ſay? 
Bow. No by my troth, if you ſtay heereall day, 


Ma Why then ile beare the bucklers hence away. Evie. 
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Crip. What maiſter Bowdlerghaue youlet her paſle vncon= 
uerd? | 

Bow. Why what could I doe more? Ilookt ypon her with 
indgcment, theſtrings of my tongue were well in tune, my 
embraces were in good meaſure, my palme of a good conſh- 
tution, onely the phraſe was not moouny z as for example, 
Venas her (clfe with all herskill could not winne Adonis; with 
the ſame wordes; O heauens! was I ſo fond then to thinke 
that I could conquer Mall Berry? O the naturall fluence ofmy 
owne wit had beenefarre better! ; 


Godden good fellow. 
b Enter Fiddle. 

Fid. God giue you thetime of the day, pardon mee Gal 

lants, I was ſoncere the middle that I knew not which hand 
to take. 

Bow, Avery good conceit. 

Fid, And yetbecaule I wil beſure to giue you a true ſalu- 
tation, Cripple, quomodo vales? Good morrow Cripple, 2ood- 
den good maiſter Barnard, mailter Bowaler, B onos noches,as 

they ſay, good night; and thus you hauc heard my manner 
of ſalutation, 
_ Cri. Youarevery cloquent, ſir; but Fiddle, whats the 
beſt newes abroad? 

___ Fid. Thebeſtnewes I know not (ir, but the neweſt news 
35 molt excellent yfaith. 

Barn, Prethcelets hearc 1t. 

Fid, Why this it is, the Scricants are watching to arreſt 
you at mailter Berries ſute. 

Barn. Wounds, where? 

Fid. Nay, I know not wherezalas fir, there js no ſuch mat- 
ter, I'did but ſay ſo much, tomake you warme the handle of 
your rapier : But M. Bawdler, I hauc good newes for you. 

Bow. Letmeheare it, my ſweeterullctting, 

Fid. How, ruſleting? 

Bow. Imy little apple Iohn. 

Fid. Youarca 

Bow. A what? 

Fid. Youarea, OthatI could ſpeake for indignation! | 
Zow. Nay, what am] bw” 
You 
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Fid. Yon area pippinmonger to call me Ruſletting or ap- 
ple Iohn. 

Bow. Sirra Ruſletting, ilepare your head off. 

Fid. Youpippinmonger, Ile cutoff your legs, and make 
you trauel ſo neere the mother earth, that every boy ſhall be 

izh enough to ſteale apples out of thy basket, call mee Ru. 

Crip. Nay, be friends, be friends. (ſetting? 

Fid. Aslama gentleman cripple, I meanthim no harme, 
butthe name of Ruſletting to mailter Fiadle, thar many times 
trauells vnder the arme in veluet, but forthe moſt part in Jea- 
ther truſld with calue-skinne points, tis moſt rolerable, and 
not tobe indured, {Icſh and blond cannot beare it. 

Crip. Come,come, all ſhall be well. 

Bew, Fiddle,giue me thy hand, a plague on tlice, thou kno- 
weltIloucthee. 

Fid. Say you ſo?why then anger auoid the roume,melan- 
choly march away,choler to thenext chamber,and heresmy 
hand Iam yours to command from this timefoorth, your ve- 
ry mortall frend,and louing enemy, mailter Fadale. 

Bow. Now tell vs, what is the newes you had for me? 

Fid. O, the \weetnewes, faith (ir, this it 1s, thatT was ſent. 
to the Crippiefrommy young Miſtris . Maiſter Cripple you 
know I hauc ſpent ſometime 1n idle words, therefore be you 
compendions,and tell meif my miſtris handkercher be done 
or no. 
Cri. Fiadle tis done, & peace it is,comend meto thy miſtris. 

Fidd. Aﬀter themoſt humble maner I will; and ſo gentle- 
men 1 commit you all: you Cripple to your thop; you fir, to 
a turn-vp and diſh of capers; and laſtly, you M. Barnard, to 
the tuition of the Counter-keepes : theres an Itemfor you, 
and ſo fare-well. Ex. 


Crip, M. Bowdler,how do youlike bis humour? 
Bowd. By this lizht, I had not thought theclod had had fo. 


nimblea (| pirit: but Cripple farewell, Ile to Mall Berry, come 


Barnardalong with we. 
Crip. Farewel ſweet Signiors both, farewel, farewel. Zewnr. 


Emer IM.Flower at one dvore reading a letter from F erdinand, at 
the other Miſtris Flower, with a Letter from Amhonie, acts 


The faire Maide 
Maſter Flo, The conceitis good, Ferdinand intreats a mar- 
riage with my danghterzgood, very good : for he is a Gentle- 
man of good carriage, a wiſeman, arich man, a carefull man, 
and therefore worthy of my daugþters lone : it ſhall beſo. 
Atiiris Flo. Mary and thall, kind Gentleman, my furthe- 
rancefaiſt thou? Yes Anthory, allure thy ſelfc, forby themo- 
therly carethatl beare tomy daughter, it hath been adelire 
that Jong hath lodgde within my carefu!l breaſt,to match kir 
with thy well-deſeruing ſelfez and to this end hauel ſent for 
my daughter, and chargde my ſeruants, that preſently vp- 
on her repaire hither from her M:i{trifles, that thee enter this 
private walke, where, and with whome, I wul ſo worke, that 
doubtitnot,deere ſonne, but ſhe ſhall be thine. 
Maſter Flo. And TI willmake herioynttureof a hundred 
pounds by yeare : itisa very good conceit, and why?bicauſe 
the worthy portion hetters my conceit, which being good in 
concetuing well of the Gentlemans good partes, the proffe- 
red ioynEtureaddesto my conceit, and betters it, very good. 
Mifirs Fle. Athouſand crowns for you to makethe match, 
pretty heart, how louecan worke! by Gods bleſt mother, I 
vow ſhe ſhall bethine, 1t I have any intereſt in my daughte:; 
Flower ſmiles reading the Letter , they ſnatch the 
Letter from each other. 
but ſtay, whom haue I eſpied ? my husbandlikewiſe reading 
ofa Letter, and inſo good an humour, ilelay my life, goo 
Gentleman hee hath alſo wrought with him tor h1s 000d wail 
and for Ilong to know the ky thereof,my ſodaine pur poſe 
ſhall experience it. Whats heerc husband? 
She reades privately, and frownes. 
a Letter from maiſter Ferainand, to intreate a marriage with 
your daughter. 
ER Haiftcy Fls. And here thelike to you from Amhony to that 
...” effeg, this isno good conceit, if hee be wine, ſhee ſhall be 
Ferdigand. 
Atiftris Fj6. If ſheereſpet her mothers fauour, 
Tis Anth#)y ſhall be her louc. 
.- Maijter Flo. How wife? 
Aifiru Flo, Even fo husband. 


Maifter. 


lk 3X; 


of rhe Exchange: 

Maifter Fls. You will not croſle my purpoſe, will you? 
Miftru Fle. In this you ſhall not bridle me I ſweare. 
' Maryſter Flo. Is ſhe notmy daughter? = 
Aifiry Flo. You tcach me husband, what your wife ſhould 
I thinkeherlifeis decreſt vnto me, (fay, 
Though you forget the long extreamitie 
And paine which Iindurd, when foorth this wombe 
With much adoe ſhe did inioy the life ſhe now doth breathe, 
And (hall I now ſuffer her deſtruQion? 

Maifter Fle. Yeabutconceit me wife. 


Miftra Flo. A figge for your conceits,in this I knovy there 


can benone that : 
Say he behisfathers eldeſt ſonne, and a merchaunt of good 
wealth, yetmy deere Amhomes as rich as he: 
What though his portion was but;ſmall at firſt, 
His induſtric hath now increafd his talent; 
And hethat knoweth the getting ofapenny, 
Will feare to ſpend, ſhe ſhall have him, if any. 
Daifter Flo, By the Mary God wife, you vexme. 
Atiftris Fle, T1s your 0wneimpaticnce, you may chuſe. 
Maſter Fl. I will not wed my daughter tothat Anthony, 
AMidtru Flo, By this. 
Maiſter Flo, Hold wife, hold, I aduiſc thee ſwearenot, 
For by him that made me,fir{t I vouy, 
She ſhall not touch the bed of Anthony. 
» Miſtry Flo. And may I neucrliue (fo God mehelp) 
If cuer ſhe be wed to Ferdinand. 
HMaifter Flo. The diuel's in this woman, how ſhe thwartes 


me ſtil]! 
HMiſtri Flo, Fret on, good husband, I will hauemy will. 
Maifter Fle. But conceit me wife , ſuppoſe we ſhould con- 
ſent our daughter ſhould wedde either of them both, and ſhee 


diſlike the match, were that a good conceit? 
Mifiry Fle. All's one for that, I now my daughters mind 


af I but fay the word. 
Maifter Flo. T would be loath towed her againſt hir will, 


Contemtthee wife, weele heare her reſolution, 


And as I finde her, to her owne content 
H To 


The faire Maicle - 

To either of them ſhe ſhall haue my conſent. ak 
 Miſftris Flo, Why now old Flower (f akethlike himfſelfe. - 
Maſter Flo. Agreed, and faith nin a good conccit, 
Enter Phillis. 

And ſce where my daughter comes : welcome gerle, 
How doth your Miſtris Phus;? God bleſle thee Phullss, riſe. 
Phi. God have the glory, in perfect health ſhes. 
Alaifter Flo. Tis good, I am glad ſhe doth ſo well; 
Butliſt my daughter, 1haue golden newes 
To impart vito tnec: 
A golden, Go/aing, wench, muſt be thy husband, 
Is'tnot a 2ood conceit? 
Phi. Father,I vnderſtand you not. 
Maſter Flo. Then, my gerle, thy conceit1s very ſhallow, 
| Mailter Ferdinand Coldmg1s1n lone with thee. 
Aiſtris Flo. Nodaughter,tis thine Anthony, 
HMaifter Flo. Ferdmand1s rich, for he hath ſtoreof gold. 
Rliftris Flo. Anthony 1s rich; yet 1s not ſoold. 
Maiſter Flo. Ferdmand 1s vertuons, full ofmodeſtie. 
Atfiris Flo. Anthony's more gratious, if more may be. 
Maiſter Flo, Ferdmand1s wile (being wile) who would not 
lone him. (him. 
AMiftris Flo. Anthony more wile, then Gerle deſire toproue 
Ma'ſter Flo. In Ferdinand 1s all the beauty that may be. 
FX1ſtris Flo. He is deceiu d,tis in thine Anthony. 
Phi. Deare Parcnts, you confound me with your wordes, 
I pray what meane theſe hote perſwaſtons? 
Maiſter Fa, Thy good my daugiter. 
Atiftris Flo, Tf but rulde by me. 
Ataifter Flo. Buttor thy ll-fare, 
Atiſtris Flos. It the tend to thee. 
Maiſter Flo. Thetructh is this, that each of vs hath tane 
A ſolemne vow, thatthou my loving daughter 
Shalt wed with one of thoſe two gentlemen: 
But yet referrethe choice vnto thy ſelfe, 
One thou ſhaltloue, loue Ferdinand, if me. 
Aiſtreſſe Flo. If ioue thy mother, love thine Anthonie. 
Fel. Intheſeextreames what ſhall become of me? 


of the Exchange. 


I pray you giuemereſpite'toconſider 
ow to diſgeſt theſe impoſitions, 

You haue impoſde a buſines of ſuch weight, 

Pray God your daughter may diſcharge her ſelfe. (while. 
AMaifter Flo, Thinkeon't, my gerle, we will withdrawe a- 
Phi, Alittlereſpite fits my reſolution, They walke. 

Thoſe Gentles ſuc too late,there is another, 

Of better worth, though not of halfe their wealth, 

What though deform'd, his vertue mends that mille; 

Whatthough notrich, his witdoth better cold, 

And my eſtate ſhalladde vnto his wants, 

Jam refolu'd (good father, and deere mother,) 

Phylis doth chooſe a Cripple, and none other; 

But yet I muſt diflemble. 

Maſter Flo, How now my ſoules beil hope! tel! mee, my 

Shall Ferdinandbe he? (gerle, 
Phi, Tpray a wordin priuate, 

HMaifter Flo. Mary with all my heart. 
Phi. In all the duety thata childe can ſhew, 

T he loue that to a father it doth owe; 

I yceld my ſclfc to be at your commaund, 

And vow to wed no man but Feraimand. 

But if you pleaſe, at your departure hence, 

You may inforcediſhiketo Grate your brow, 

To avoyde my mothers anger and ſuſpition. 

A Flo. Before Goda very good concett, 

Hence baggage, outof my light, 

Come not within my doores,thou hadl(t been better, 

Runne millions of miles barefooted, then 

Thus by your coy diſdaine to haue deluded me. 

Oh mine ownefleſh and blood,the mirror of wit! 

Now will I hence; and with all the ſpecd I may 

Send for my ſonne, ile haue it done this day. Ex old7low. 
 Miftrefſe Flow. What, is he gone? and in {o hota chate? 

Well let him goe, Inced not queſtion why, 

For well I wote his ſuteis cold,t'mult die. 

Daughrer, I gather by thy pleaſant (mules, 


T hy mother hath more intereſt in thy loue, 
-JursF H 2 Then 


nd 


The faire Maide 


Than diſcontented Flower thy aged father. 

Phi, Mother, you haue, for when I well conſider 
A mother: care vnto her deere bought childe, 
How tenderly younurcde and brought me vp, 
1. ould notbe ſo much vnnatrrall 
A:3to refuſe the loue you proffer me, 
Fipecially being formy chiefeſt good; 
T herefore when married [intend to be, 
Mv lovall husband ſhall be Amhery. 

A firu Fl. Line ever then my deeredeere daughter Phils, 
L ct mc imbrace thee in a mothers armesz 
Thus,thus, and thus ile ever hugge my daughter, 
Him lence thou ſerdſt with frowns, me hence with laughter, 
Coe bills, letvs in. 

Exu Miſtru Flower, 

Pts. Forſoothile follow you. 
 AmnotlI agoodchilde thinke yon, 
Toplay with both hands thus againſt my parents? 
Well, tis but atricke of youth:ſay what they will, 
Ile loue the Cripple, and wall hate them (ti}l. Ex, 


Emer Crippie in nu ip, andic him enters Frente. 


Franks Ni:rrovr of kindnelle, extremitics belt friend, 
WhileI breathe, ſx cete bloud, Iam thine, 
Intreate me, nay commaund thy Fravces heart, 
T hat wilt not ſuffer my inſung ſmart. 
Cripp. Sweet ſ1gnior, my adulc in the reſcruation of thoſe 
Letters, 
Which I will hane you hide fromeie of day, 
Neuer to feele the warmth of Phabns beames, 
Till my felfes care,molt carefull of your weale, 
Summon thoſe lines vnto the barre of Ioy. 
Franthe I will noterre, deere friend, in this commaund. 


C:9ple So much forthat, now liſten further Francke, 
Not yet two houres expiration, 


Haue taken fhinall end , ſince Beauties pride, 
And Natures better patt of workemanlhup, 


- 


Beaute- 
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Beauteous Phillir was with me conſorted; 
Where ſhe mongſt other pleaſing conference, 
Burſt into termes of ſweet affeQion, 

And ſaid,crelong ſhe would conuerſe with me 
In private atmy thop, whoſe wounded ſoule 
Strucke with loues golden arrow liucsin dread, 
Till ſhe docheare the ſentence of my love, 

Or be condemn'd by ivdgement of fell hate. 
Now lincethat gracious opportunitie 

Thus ſmiles on me, Iwillrefignethe ſame 

To youmy friend, knowing my vnworthy ſelfe 
T oo foule for ſuch a beautie, and too baſe 

To matchin brighltneſle with that ſacred comet, 
T hat ſhines like Phabwin Londons Element; 
From whence inferior ſtarres derive their light: 


Wherefore I will unmediatly you take 

My crooked habite,and in that diſeuiſe 

Court her, yea win her, for ſhe will be wonne, 

This will I doe,to pleaſure you my fricnd. 
Frank. For which my loueto thee ſhall neuer end. 
Crip. Aboutitthen,aſſumerhis ſhapeof minc, 

T ake what I have. for all I haveis thine? 

Supply my place,to gainc thy hearts delire, 


| Somay vou quench too hearts that burne like fire: 


Shee's kind to mee, be ſhe as kinde to you, 
What admiration will there then inſue? 
Fraxke,] will leaue thee, now be thou fortunate, 
That we with ioy your loues may conſummate, 
Farewell, farewell, when I returne againe, 


Ihope to findethre ina pleaſing vaine. - 
Fras.Farcwell decre friend;was euer known a finer policie? 


Now brothers, haue amongſt you for a third part, 
Nay, for the whole, or by my foule,ile looſeall, 
What though my father did bcqueath his lands 

To you my elder brethren,the moueables I ſue for 
Werenoneof his : and you thallrunne through fre, 
Before you touch one part of my delice: 


Am Inotlike my felfc-in this diſguiſe, 
e my ſelfc.in —_— a 


The 's ire A laides 
Crooked in ſhape, andtrooked in my thoughts? 
ThcenamlTa Cre FRE or werh, eney. w_— 
Thy abſencebrecds a texrorto my ſtay. 
* * "Emer Pills. '/ 
Yonder ſhe comes, now frame thy hands to draw, 
A worſer workeman neuer any f{aw. 
Phil. Yea yonder fir$ the wondet 6f mine eye; 
T hauc not been thefiftyhomdeſienic © Ta 
 Hath thwarted thus; imperious Love, - ''- + $7041 
_ Either withdraw the Thaftthat wounds myhearr, 
Or grant me patience to icduretey ſmart: 
Remorceleſleloue, had any battRyY ſelte 
Beene prinieto my direfull paſsſvn, SRL 
How q conſumeand waſte my ſclfe in lone, 
They would fine beene,yea much more pittifull: 
But ali auailes not; demaunding for my worke 
Shall be a meanes to ue ſome conference. 
 Shee ſpeakes to Franke. 
Good morrow to you, ismy handkercher done? 
Frank; Yea Miſtreſle Flower;itis finiſhed. 
Phil. How ſweetly tunes theaccent of his voyce! 
Oh,do not blame me, deereſt love aliue, 
Though thus | dotein my afteftion; - 
I toyle, Ilabor,and I faine would thrive, 
 Andthrive I may it thou wouldlt giue direftion: 
T hou art the ſtarre whereby mycourſeis led, 
Be gracious then, bright funne,or Iamdead. 
Frank. Faire Miſtreſle Phillu, {ach wanton royes as theſe, 
Arc for yong Nouices that will ſoone bee pleaſac, 
 Thecarcfull thoughts that hammer in my brane, 
Bid me abandon wanton loue; tis vaine. 
Phil. For me 1t15. 
Frank. Is my vngarniſhd,darke,and obicure Cell, 
A manſion fztfor all-commanding loue? 
No, it tou wiltfport with loue, | | 
And daſly with that wanton amorous boy; 
Hie thee vnto the odoriferous groves. 


| 2. F 
#bl. T hercisno groucs mote pleaſant vntome, 


Then 
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Thento be hill inthy (ocietie.: + .. 2 
Franke. There of the chgiſcſt fragrant flowers that grow 

Thou maiſt deviſe ſweete roſeat Corronets, 

And with the Nimphs thathauntthe filuer ſtreames, 

Learneto entice the affable yong wagge; 

There ſhalt thou finde him wandring vp and downe, 

Till ſome faire ſaint impale him with a crowne: 

Be gone I ſay, and doe not troublemec, 

For to be thort, I cannot fancy thee. 

Phil. For to be ſhort, you cannot fancieme: 

Oh cruel] word,more hatcfull then pale death, 

Oh, would to God it would conclude my breath. 
Frenk.Forbeare,forbeare, adwit that I ſhould yeild: 

Thinke you, yourfather would applaud your choice. 

Phil. Doubt not thereof,or if lic do not, alls one, 

So you but grant tomy affection. | 
Crip. Iamtoobaſe. Phil My wealth ſhall raiſe thee vp. 
Crip. Tamdeform'd. Phu. Tur, Iwill beare with that. 
Crip. Your friends dullike brings all this out of frame. 
Phd. By humble ſuteI will redreſle the ſame. 
Frank. Now to employ the vertue of my ſhape: 

Faire miſtreſle, - 

If heretofore I haueremorſcleſle beene, 

And notelteemd war vndeſcrued loue, 

Whereby in the glaſle of your afteion 

Iſce my great vnkindnelle; forgine what's paſt, 

And here I profferall the humble ſeruice 

Your hic prizde loue doth merrit at my hands, 

Which I confelle ismore then I vnable 

Can gratche: therefore command my toyle, 

My trauell,yca,my lite to pleaſure you. 

Phil. I take thee atthy word, prowd of thy ſeruice, 

But yetno ſcruant ſhalgthou be of mine, 

I will ſerue thee, command,and jle obey: 

T his doth my ſoule more good, yea,ten times more 

Then did thy harſh deniall harme before, 

Let vs imbrace like two vnited friends, 

Heere loue begins, and former hatred cads. 


LA 


Emir 
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Emter Ferdinend and Anthenie walking together. 
Ferd. Brother Amhoxy, whatnewes from Yewice? 
Are your ſhips return'd? I had rather a/ide, 
Heare newes from Phillu: Oh, brother Franke, 
Thy abſence makes me burne in paſsion. 
Amt. Sir, I had letters from my faQors there 
Some three dayes ſince; but the returneof one, afiae. 
Of onepooreletter, yet not anſwered, 
Makes me ſtarke madde: a plague vpon that Porter, 
Damn'd may he befor thus deluding me. 
Feramand pies Phuls and turnes backe. 
How now brother, why retire you ſo? 
Ferd. Yondersa friend of mine acquaintance, 
With whom I would gladly have ſome conference, 
I pray thee ſtay I will returne immediatly. 
Goe'to Phill and court her to themiſelnex. 
 Anth. Of your acquaintancezis ſhe ſo good brothers 
Onely with you acquainted, and no other? 
Faith tle trie that, hs heed fir what youdoe. 
If you begm to court, Inceds muſt woe, Lo to hey 100. 
Brother haue you done? 
Ferd. But two words more at moſt: 
You hauenot then receiu'd any ſuchletter? 
A vengeance take the lazie meflenger; 
Brother if Iliue,ile quittance thee for this, 
Fran.Good words,deere brother, threatned men livelong. 
Anh. You hauedone. Ferd. Yes. 
Amb. Then by yourleaue brother, 
You had one word, I muſt have another. Take iwprinate. 
Ferd. 1 know our buſiueſle tendsto one effeR: - 
O that villaine Frenke, it mads my ſoule | 
Iam ſo wrong'd, by ſuch a foolith Boy. 
Frank. That fooliſh boy may chance prooue to be witty: 
What, and the elder brothers fooles? Oh ni's pittie! 
Anh. T hatvillawe Porter hath deluded me, 
Confuſion guerdon his baſe villaine. 
Frank. Whatare you curling too?then we catchno fiſh: 
Comes there any more, heeres two Snights to a diſh, 


Ferd, 


of the Exchange. 
Ferd. Well,finceT haue ſuch opportunitie, 


Ile ernſt no longer to vncertaintie. 
He courts her againe mpruate. 

Anth, Atitſo hard brother; well, woe apace, 
A whilcI am content to giuc you place. 

Frark, Well, to her both, both doe the beſt you can; 
I feare yong Franke will prooue the happier man. 

Phil. Youhaneyouranſwere,trouble me no more. 

Fer, Yetthisis worſe then my ſuſpence before, 
For then I liv'd in hope, now hope is fled. 

Amh. What,malecontent? is Ferdinand ſtrooke dead, 
Fortune be blitlic, and aide the ſecond brother. 

T alke inpriuate. 

Franke. Thinke youto haue more fauour then an other? 
To her a Gods name, liue not in ſuſpence, 
While you two ſtrive, Inceds muſt get the wench. 

Phil. Tam reſolu'd,and,fir you know my minde. 

Trank. What, you repulſt too? Phillis 15 too vnkinde. 

Ply, Here fits my Loue, within whoſe lovely breft 
Lives my content, and all my pleaſures reſt, 
And for a further confirmation, 
Which to approove,cuen infight of both you here preſent, 
I give my hand,and with my hand, my heart, 
My ſelfe,and all to him and with this ring 
Ie wed my ſclfe. 

Frank. Itakethy offering, 
And forthe gift you gaueto me, takethis, 
And let vs ſealeafteQtion with a kiſle. 

Ferd. Ohſightintollerable. 

Anh. A (peacle worſethen death, 

Frank. Now gentlemen,pleaſe you draw neere and liſten 
to the Cripple. 

Gee them the letters and they ſtampe ard ſtorme. 

Know you that !ctter? fir, what ſay you to this? 

Bath, How camethey to your hands? 

Frank Sus, a portercucn of late leftthem witame, 
Toledchune cd to this Gentlewoman. 

Amb. A plague vpon that Porters ifere Imecte [1im, 


I My 
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My rapierspoint with a deaths wound ſhall greghim. Exit. 
Ferd. Fraxke thou art a villainc, thou ſhalt know't ere long, 
For proffering me ſuch vndeſerned wrong. Exw. 
Frank. So,vomit forth the rhume of all your ſpight, 
T heſe threats cf yours procure ive more delight. 
Phil. Now geutleloue,all that I have to ſay, 
Is toentreat you ſecke without delay, 
My fathers kinde conſent, for thou haſt mine, 
And though he ſtorme yet will I ſtill be thine) 
Mike triall then, tis but thy labour loft, 
Though he denie thee,it requiresno colt. 
Frank, I will allaile with expedition. 
Phil. God, and good fortune $o with thee, farewell. Exx. 
Frask, Well, 1 will goe,butnotin this difguife; 
Arme thee with policic Franke, Franke mult be wiſe: 
Now would the ſubſtance of this borrowed ſhape 
Were herein preſcnce,and {ce wherc he comes, 
Emer the Cripple. 
Poorein the well framd limbes of nature, but 
Rich in kindacſle beyond compariſon. 
Welcome deere friend,the kindel!t ſoule ahve, 
Here Ireſigne thy habite backe againe, 
Whereby I prooue the happieſt man that breaths. 
C:ip. Halt thou then, ſweet blood, been fortunate? 
Frank. Harke,I will tell thee all: Whiſperimprixate. 
Enter Bowaler, Mall Berry and Rafe Brwaler capers and /ange. 
Ralf. Faith fir,methinkes of late youare very light, 
Bowd. As aftecather,{weet Rogue, asa feather: 
Haue I not good cauſe, ſweet Had, ſweet all, 
Hath ſhenotcauſde the ſame: well,if I line, {weet wench, 
Either by nzghe or day I will requite your kindenelle. 
Franke. Now | will take my leaue, to put the ſame 1n 
practiſe. Exu Franke. 
Crip. Good fortune waite on thee. 
Bowd. 1, thou art mine,by thine owne conſent; 
How ſaiſt thou 744/ 
. Mall. Yesforſooth, 


Rafe. I am wituclle far. 


Bewd, 
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Bowd. But thatis not ſufficient all, if thou art content 
AMall, heer's a Roguehard by , a friend of mine, whomlT will 
acquant with our loues, and hee ſhall bee partaker of the 
match. 

Ralf. Nay ſir,if you meane to have partners in the match, 
I hope Ra/fe can helpe to ſerue your wiues turn-<as well as an- 
other, what ere he be. How ſay you miſtreſle? 

Mall. Alls oneto nie, whom he pleaſe. 

Bowd, Comethen ſweet all, weele to the Drayer, 
There to diſpatch what I further intend. 

all, And well remembred husband. 

'  Ratfe, A torward maiden by this lightz husband before 
ehe Clarke hath ſaid Amen. - 

Mall. He hath worke of mine, I pray forgetit nor. 

Bowd. ] will not 24a/4 Now you lame Rogue, whereis 
this maidens worke?my wiucs worke youraſcall,quicke, giue 
it her? 

Crip. Sweet Scignior, the ſweet Njmphes workeis almoſt 
finiſhed, but ſweete blood , you drive me 1nto admiration © 
with your latter words, your{wect wines workxe, I admire it! 

Bow. I yee halting Raſcall, my wiues worke; ſhee's my 
wife before God ana Ratfe, how ſailt thou Za. art thou not? 

A1at. Yes foifooth, and to confirmethe ſame, 

Heere in this preſence. 1 plight my faith againe; 
And ſpeake againe, \ hat crit before was faid, 


Thatnene but you ſhall have my maiden-head. 
Bowd. A good wench Mall rtaith, now will I to thy fa. - 


ther for his 200d wil,,Cripple, ſee you remember what js paſt, 
for I will cali thee in queſtion for a witnelle1{ neederequire, 
farewell curre, farewc!l dogyge. Fxu. Bowler and Ralſe. 


Crip. Advefond humornilt, Parentheſis of ielts, 
Whoſe humour like a needlefle Cypher f1is a roome: 


But now 2a/l Berry,a word or tivo with you: 
Haſt thou forgotten Burzen thy thoughts were bent on him. 
Aall. On hun Cripple!for what? was itfor marriage? 
Crip. It was for loue, why not for marciage? O monſtrous! 
Were] a maide and (ould be fo bev.itcl'd, 


I'de pull my eyes out that did Iend me I1ght, 
BT ITY >. Exclaime 


: 
_ The faire Maide ; 
Exclame againſt my fortune, banne my ftarres, 
And tcaremy heart, ſo yeelding her conſent 
T o Bewdler; loue,that froth of oonaclenine 
Aa. Cnipple,youlofe your time, with your faire teares 
To circumuent my heart: Bowdler I lque thee, 
Barynrar4 | hate, and thou ſhalt neuer mooucme. 
Crip. I will; thou doſt loue Baruard,and I can prooueit. 
?lall, That Tloue Barnard! by heauensT abhorre him. 
Crip. Thov lou'ſt him, once againe I ſay, thou lap ſt him, 
For all thou haſt borne Bowadler ſhll in hand. FI 
1ail. What wilt thou make me mad? I ſay,I hate him, 
Crip. Ifay thoulow'ſt him: hane notT been athome, 
And heard theein thy chamber praiſe his perſon, 
 Andfſayheisa properlittle man, 
And pray that he wonld bea ſuter to thee? 
Have [ not ſcene thee in the Bay-window 
To fit crolle-armide, take counſell of thy glale, 
And prune thy (elteto p'eaſe yong Barnard: eye? 
Some times curling thy aire, then praQtifing ſmiles, 
Sometimes rubbing thy t!.hy butter-teeth, 
Then pull the haires from off thy beetle-browes, 
Painting the veins vpon thy breaſts with bley,? 
An bundred other trickes I ſaw thee vle, 
And all for Barnara. 
Mall. For Barnara! tivas for Bowdley., 
Crip. 1 lay, for Barnard. 
Nay more,tzou knowſt Lay one night at home, 
And in thy {lcepe I heard thee call on Barnard 
T wentie times oner. 
Mall, Will you be ſ;yorne I did. 
Crip. 1, Twill ſweareit: 
And attthou not aſhamdeth;us to be changde, 
To leauetheloue of a kinde Gentleman 
Todoteon Bower? Fie,fic, reclumethy ſelfe: 
Inbracethy Bmrnard, take lim for thy husband, 
And ſauchis credite, who1s elſe vndone, 
By thy hard fathers hatefull crueltic. 
Mad. Cipple, It thou canlt proouethatcuer I 


—_ 


Did 
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Did fancie Barnard, I will loue him (hill. 
Crip. Why ile be ſworne thou did(t. 
Mat, And that I doated on him inmy ſleepe. 
Crip. Ile be ſworne I could notleepe all mghe 
In the next roome, thou didſt fo raue on him. 
Mal. I cannottell, I may well be deceiu'd, 
Ithinke I might afte@ himia my ſleepe, 
And yectnot know it; letme 7X: on him, 
Yfaith heis a pretty hanſome felloxw, 
Tis pitty he ſhould waſte himſelfe in priſons 
Hey ho. 
Crip. Whats the mater wench? 
Mat. Cripple, I will loue him. 
Crip. Wilt thou yfaith? 
Mad.” Y faith I will. Enter two Serieants 
Crip. Giue me thy hand, a bargaine, tis enough. 
Mal. Buthow ſhall he knowIloue him? 
Crip, Why thus: I will intreate the Sericants 
To goe with him along vnto thy father, 
And' by the way ile ſend yong Bowaler from vs, 
And then acquaint my Barzard with thy loue, 
He ſhall acceptit and auouch the ſame 
Vnto thy father, wench do thou the like, 
And thenI hope his bonds are cancelled. 
Barn. Cripple, thall we haue your company? 
Crip. My triends, hold here, theres mony for your paiaes. 
Walke with your priſoner but to maiſter Berry, 
And ye hall eithec finde ſufhcient baile, 
Oc elſe diſcharge the debt, or I aſlure you 
Weele be your ayde to guardehim ſafe to priſon. 
1. Sericane Weil,we are willing (ir, we are content 


To ſhew the Gentleman any kind of fauour. DJ 
Crip. Along thenz hearxemailter Bowaler. —Exenm. 


Enter Maifter Flower, Miftris Flower, Maifter Berry, 


- and Filddle. 
M:/. Flo, Welcome good mailter Berrg,is your ſtomack 
VP {ir2 1t1s a good conceit ytath, _ 
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Fiddle Its indeede fir, 
 M1after Flo, What, Fiddle! 
Fid. Ii his ſtomacke be vp to goe to diuner, 
Alaifter Fio, Fiddie, bid mailter Berry welcome. 
_ Fad. Whateiſemaiſter? with the bet belly tn my heart, the 
| fecteſt ſtraineinmy muſicke, and the worlt eatertainment 
thatmay be, Fiagle bids your worſhip ade/dum. 
Berry I hankes Fiddle, and maiſter Flower, I ain much be- 
holcing to your curteſic, - | 
Miſtry Flo. Fiddle, | wonder that he ſtaics ſo long, 
'Thouto!d{tme Anthony would follow thee, 
Fid. I, and heele be hecre ] warrant you. 
Maſter Flo. Ne teii you lir, it1sa rare concelt, 
My wite would have her marry Anthony, 
The yonger brother, but avainſt her minde, 
I will contract her vnto Ferdinand, 
And TIhaue ſent for you and other friends, 
To witnes1t; and tis a zood conceit. 
Miftris Fo, Fiddle, are all things ordred well within? 
Fid. Alls well, alls well, but there wants ſome ſaffron, 
'To colovr the cuſtards withall. 
Atiftriu Flo. Heere, take wy keyes, bid Suſantake enough. 
HMaiſter Flo. Fiddle, arc all our gueſts come yet? 
Fid. I fir, and here comes one more than you looktfor. 
Emer Franke. Ext. 
Franke God ſaue you Maſter Flower, asmuch to you Ma- 
ſter Berry. 
Maifter Flo. Welcome M. Golding, yare very welcome fir. 
Franke My brother Ferdinand commends him to you, 
And heeres a letter to you from himſelfe. 
Maiſter Fle, Alztter (ir, it is a good conceit, 
Ilcreadc itſtrait, 

Gines the cther Letter tomiſiru Flower, 
MailterFlower, 1am bcholding to you for your kindeneſle, 
and your furtherancein my loue-ſuite, but my minde 1s chan- 
ged, and I will notimarry your daughter,and fo farcwell. 
This13no good conceit : what Ferdinand, 
Deluac vide Flojver, pnake me deceiuemy friends, 


Make 
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Make my wife laugh,and triumph in her will, 
What thinke you Fiddle? 

Fid. Why ltr I thinke it is no good conceit. 

Aaiſter Flo. T hou failt true Fiddle, tis a bad conceit, 
Butheare youſir. 7P1:ftris Fiower reader her Letter. 
I vaderſtand by Fiddle your torwardneſle in my [ute to your 
daughter: but neuertheles Iam determined to drawe backe, 


and commit your daughter to her beſt fortunes, and your (clfe 


to God; Farewell. 
Why this is like my husbands bad conceit, 


Haue you ore-reachd me Flower, you crafty fox? 
This is your doing, butforall your ſleight 


Ne croſſe you if my purpoſe hitarighr. 
Fra, T ut,tell notme fir, for my credite and reputation is as 


itis, and theres an end : if I ſhall hanc her, why ſo. 


Maiſt, Fle. Sir,the conceitis doubtfull, gwmeme leave but 


to conſider of it by my ſelfe. 
Franke Withall my heart. 
Atitris Flo, Maiſter Golding, a word I pray fir, 
You knoiv my daughliter Philss, doe you not? 
Franke Miſtris, I doe. 
Pniſtris Flo. She is a ſtarrelT tell you. 
Franke She is nolec{[e indeede. 
Aliſtris Fle. Ttell you ſir vpon the ſodaine now, 
There came an odde conceitinto my head, 
Are you a batchelle:? 
Franke Tam indeede. 
Miſtris Flo. And are you not pronufde? 
Franke Not yet belceue me. 
Alaifter lo, Mailter Goldmg. 
Atiftris Fly. Well,do you heareſir? if you will be pleaſde 
To wed my daughter Pb:4is, you thall haue her. 
Franke To wed your daughter, why ſhe loves me not, 
Miftris Flo, Alls one for that, ſhe will berulde by me: 


Diſdaine her not becauſe I profler her, 
I tell you fir, Merchants of great account 
Have fought her loue,and Gentlemen of worth, 


Hauchumbly ſude to me ia thatbchalts; To 


The faire Maide 
To ſay the trueth, I promiſde her toone, . 
 ButI am crofld and thwarted by my husvand, 
 Whomeanesto marry hir vnto another: 
Now fir, to cry but quittance ſor his guile, 
T offer hertoyon; it you accept her, 
He make her dowrie richer by a paire 
Of hundred pounds than elſe it ſhould haue beene. w. 
Franke Why this is excellent, paſt all compare, 
Sudeto to haue her, zenilemuſtris Flower, 
Let me conſider of it. - 
Miſtris Flo. Nay ,nay, deferreno time if you wil haue her, 
Ilc ſearch my coffers for another hundred. 
Fran. Say I ſhould yeeld, your husband will withſtand it. 
Miſftris Fl, Ve haue it cloſely done without his knowlege; 
Is it a watch? : 
Franke We'l,well, I am content. 
XMeſt. Fl. Why then old Flower,ilecrofle your cloſe intent. 
Mafter Flo. It ſhall beſo; and tisa good conceit, 
It ſhall be ſoif but to croſle my wite, 
Hearke maiſter Gelamy, the conceit doth like me. 
You louemy daughter, ſo me thought you ſaid; 
You ſaid moreouer, that ſhe loues you well, 
T his loue on both; fides is a good conceit. 
But are you ſure fir, that my daughter loues you? 
Franke For proofe thereot ſhew her this ring. 
Maiſter Fle. A ring of hers!tis well, * 
Franke ] but conceit mee, 
If I had wood herin my proper [hape, 
I do be!cene ſhe never would hauchkdeme, 
T herefore fince I thail hauc her,giue me leave 
To come and couttlurin my borrowed ſhape. 
Maſter Flo. With all my heart, and tis a good conceit, 
And heeres my hand, ſonne Goldie, thou ſhalt hauc her. 
Frante T hen{ather Flower, I reit vpon your promilc, 
Ileleaue youfora while, ti!] ] pur on 
My counterfeited inape,and then returne. Exit, 
Axifter Fle. Welcome good ſonne,tis wel, by this conceit 
My wite will be preuented ot her will: 


I would 
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I would notfor thehalfe of all my wealth, 
My croſle-word wifc had compalld herintent: 
Now wife. | 
Miftris Fle. Now husband. 
Maiſter Flo. You [hill maintaine the ſite for Anthoxy, 
Youle have your will, and I muſt breake my worde. 
Mift. Flo. Tealt on old Flower, be crofle, and dothy worſt, 
Worke the beſt meanes thou canſt, yet whiles I liue 
I fiveare ſhe never ſhall wed Ferdinand. 
HMaft. Flo. What (hall ſhe not? 
Mfr. Fl. Nothat the ſhallnor. 
Maſter Flo. Ifay, ſhelhall. 
Atiſtris Flo, Y taith ſhe ſhall nor, 
Haifter Flo, No! 
AMiſtrir Flo, No. 
Ataiſter Flo. Well wife , T am vext, and by Gods pretious. 
Maſter Berry O ir, be paticnt gentle miſtris Flower, 
Croſle not your husband, let him haue his will. 
A1iſtris Flo, His will! (humor, 
Ma fler Ilo. Hearſt thou wife, be quiet, thou knoweſt my 
T hu> to be croſlde, itis no good concet. 
Atitris Flo. Ahig for your conceit; yetforbecaule, 
Tknow I thallpreuent tim of the match, 
That ke intends, henceforth I will diſſemble. 
We'l maiſtcr Fewer, becauſe it ſhalbe ſaide, 
An. for kind maifter Berry may report 
T he hun bleloyalty I beare to you, 
Such as a wife ſhould doe vnto her husband. 
I am content toyceld to your delires, 
Proteſting, whiles I hue, I neuermore 
Will fpeake that Amthexyimay marry her. 
Maifter Fle, Wife, ſpeakit thou with thy heart? 
Miſtris Flo. Husband, 1 doe. 
Maiſier Flo, Dooſt thou indeede? 
Mrftris Flo, Inilcede forſooth I doe. 
Alaiter Flo. Then tis a good conceit: ha,haz 
I fee tis ſometimes 2ood to looke aloft, 


Come hither wite, becauſe thou art ſo humble, 
I« Te 
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mr —_— Tcl 


Tle tell thee all, Thaverecein'd a letter 
From Feraimand, wherein he ſends me word, 
He will not marry with my daughter Phillis, 
And therefore I was full determined 
To crolle thy purpoſe, that his brother Frazke 
Should marry ber, and fo I {hll intend: 
What ſaiit Hub: wife, doft thou aſlent thereto? 

11ſt. Flo. T hat Franke ſhould marry her,I haue (worne he 
And ſince this fa'les foright, ile not diſcloſe, (hall, 
That I1did meane lo much; ; now lle y eeld, 
That it may ſeeme my true humilitie: 
Husband, beca: ſe heercafter you may ſay, 
And thinkemelou'ng,loyall, and fubmille. 
I am content, Franke ihall have m my conſent. 

Maiſter Flo. Why now thou ſhewNl thy (elfe obedient, 
And thou doſtplcaſe me with thy good conceit. 

Enter Barnard, /llall, and two Sericants. 

Barn, By your leave mai ſter Flower, 
Berry] am arreſted at your ſute. 

Berry Andlam glad of it with all my heart; 
Hold Giends! theres ſomewhat more for you to drinke, 
Away with him to priſon. 

| Barn, Stay mailter Berry, I hauc broughtyou baile. 

Berry What baile?where is your baile? heresnonc 1 know 
Will bee thy baile, away with him to priſon. 

> Sax Y:: 'l torſooth father, Ile be his baile, 

/ for body; ; thinke you ile ſtay at home, 
fo my husband carried to the laile? 

a How, thy husband! 

Mat My Wbarid I allure you: 
Father, theft Sericants Loth can witnes 1t. 

I,Ser. We ſaw them both contracted man and wife, 
An4 therefore thoughtit fit to grie vou knowledge, 
Befure yve carricd Lum voto the priſon. 


Berry Butile vndoethis contra on my blefsing, 
Paughter, comefrom him, hee's a reprobate. 


Mall Fieismy husband. 
Berry Butthou ihaltnot kauc him, 
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Mal! Faith butT will, Barnard, ſpeake for thy ſelfe. 
Barn. Why M. Berry, tis well knowneto you, 
Iam a gentleman , though by misfortune, 
My vegturesin the world have ſomewhat faild me: 
Say that my wealth diſables my ccſert, 
The diffrence of our bload ſupplies that want? 
What though my lands be morgagde,if you pleaſe, 
The downe you intend to gine vour daughter, 
Nay well redecmethem . You perhaps imavinc 
T will be wilde, but intend itnor. 
What (hall I ay, if you will S1ue conſent? 
As youredecme my lands, ſo I my time ill ſpent 
Nleane toreaceme; with fruzail induſtry, 
Ile beyour counce!!s pupill, and ſubwit 
Ny to'lies to vour will, mineto your wit. 
Berry What thinke you mailter Flower? 
luſter Flo. Fanth maiſter B: rr, 
Barnaralpeakes well, and with a ood conceit. 
Mal Doolt thou loue him Mail? 
Mall Yes lir, and heere prote(}, 
Of all in Lonaonl loue Barnerd belt. 
Maiſlter Flo, Then mailler Berry. follow my conceit, 
Cancel] I1s bond, and let him have your daughter, 
Brrry Well Barnard, ſince | ſee my daughter loues thee, 
And forT hope thou wilt be kinde and louny, 
Regard thy ſtate, and turne an honeit man, 
Heere, tikemy davghter, 1c giue thee 1n thy band, 
Redeeme thy landes, and if thouplea!eme well, 
T hou i};alt not want all chat] have 1s thine. 
Barn, 1 amloue-bound to her, to vou in duety, 
You conquerire with kindenctle, the with beauty, 
I, Ser. Then Muſter &erry Itiinkewe may depart. 
Berry 1,vhen you pleaſc,you ſre the matter ended, 


- The debt diſcharzde, arid | can aSKeno more. 


],S3er. Wiy then we take om lJeaues. Exeznt Sereanty, 
Ma.t I. Mow witeif yong Franke Golamg were comeback, 
| | | FErter Phi. 


To ſumme our with, it were 0 $00d concen : 


Why how now Phuli,s, ſad, come tell me wench, | 
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Art thoureſolu'd yet for to have thy husband? 
Phi. Agolden Go/amg, tis a good conceit. 
That 20!den Go/4ne 1s but loathſome drofle, 
Nor is1t colde that fo much c{teeme; n 
Duſt 15 the richeſt treaſure that we haue, 
Nor 15 the beavity of the faireſt one, 
 Ofhizher price or vale vnto me, 
4 ans alunpeof poore defoinuty. 
Father, vou know my minde,and whatlT faide, 
Whichitycugrauntnot, I willrelt a maide. Enter Fid. 
Alaiſity Fle. To dica maide, that 1s no good conc :1t. 
F1i. Naſter, wheres my maiſter? heeres one would couple 
a brace of words with you, 
XMarſter Fi, With me fir. 
T:4. No fir, with my yong miſtris. 
Alaiſft.r Flo, Whatis he knaue? 
Fia. Acrooked knaue lar, tis the Cripple. 
Mai. Ho. What would hetaue? he hathno good conceit, 
Tis he that hath bewitcht my daughters heart, 
He 15 a knaue, goe ſend him packing hence, 
Phi. As youreſpectthe welfare of your childe, 
Peere father, let me fpeake with [1m. 
Maiſter Flo, Speake with him! no, itis no good conceit, 
Iknow hee comes to runne away with thee. 
Fig. Runne away with her? well may ſhee carry him, but 
af herunne away with her, 1ſeneuer truſt crutch more. 
HMaiſter Fle. T houfaiit true Fidate, tis a good conceit: 
Go call him in, Fraxke Golding, it is he. Exi Fid. 
In the lane knaues diſguiſe, a good conceitz Enter Frank 
Now fir, hats thenewves with you, you cometo ſpeake with 
my daughter? 
Franke Year, about alittle worke Ihaue of hers. 
Maifter Flo. What worke, you knauc? no, thou haſt ſome 
conccit, torobbe me of my daughter; but away: 
Ilike not that conceit out of my doores, 
Pli. Vnlappy Phils, and vnfortunate. 
Fra. Suw,1lam content, ilenotmoue your paticnce. 
Phi, Litcotwyliuicg body, it chou goe, 
Though 
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Though not aliue take me hence dead with woc. Be ſounds 
Berry. Introth fir, you are too blame. 

Mafter Fiow. What? is ſhe dead? itis no good conceit. 
Speake to me Philly, O vahappy time, 

Sweetc Girle,deere daughter, O my onely toy, 

Speake to thy father wench,in ſome conceit, 


What,nota word? 
Berry. Now may you ſee, what fell impatience 


Begets vpon ſuch tender plants as theſe. 
AMiftiu Flow, Now may we lee the folly of old age, 
Goucrn'd by ſpleene,and ouerweening rage. 
Maſter Flow. Speaketo me, daughter. 
And thou ſhalthaue, whatnot? couct(t thou gold? 
T hou ſhalt not want for crownes, thou ſhalt haue all. 
O was my furie author of thy trance? 
Did I deny thy loues acceſlc tothee? 
Speake but one word and thou ſhalt be his wife, 
By heauen thou ſhalt. 
Phil: I take you at your word; it isno paine 
Todieforlouc,and then reuiue againe. 
Berry. Now M. Flewer how like you this conceit, 
Hath ſhee not over reach'd you? 
M.Flow. My word ispaſt,and yet forall my rage, 
I rather chooſe to faile inmy conceit, 
And wed thee Phillis to thy owne content. 
Heere,take my daughter, Cripple, loue her well, 
Be kindeto her,and ile be kinde to thee, 
Thouart bur poore,well I will maketheerich, 
And ſo God bleſle you, with a good conceit. 
Frank.Ithanke you, when Tleaue to loue my wife, 
Heaven haſten rear and take away my life. 
M.Flow, Tis well done Franke, I applaude thy wit, 


And now I know I faile not in concett. 


Emer Cripple, Fredinand, Anmbome, Bewdier. 


Crep. Gentlemen ſweet bloods,or brethren of familiarity, 


I would ſpeake with Pbi/bs, {hall I haue audience? | 
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Phil. Helpeme derre fatker,O helpe me Gentlemen, 

This is ſome ſpirit, driuc him from my i ght. 

| Frank. Werehcthe deuill, thou ſhalt not budge a foote. 

Bewa Zoundstwo Cripples,two dogs two curres, tis won» 

_ Frank, Fearenot dearc heart. (dertull! 

Phd. Hence fonle deformitic. 
Nor thou nor he, ſhall my companicn be, 
If Cripples deag,the lining fceme to haunt, 
Ile neither of either, therefore 1 ſay auaunt; - 
Helpe,me father. 
Frank. Deere heart, reuoke theſe words, 
Hereare no ſpirites nor deformities, 
Jam a counterfent Cripple now no more, 
But yong Franke Golamng.as I was before: 
Amaze notloue,nor ſeeme not diſcontent, . 
Nor thee nor him {hall cuer this repent. 
Ferd. M. Flower, I cometo claune your promiſe. 
Amnth. ] come tor yours, vour daughter ] doe meane. 
M. Flow, My promiſe; why fir, you retuſde my promiſe, 
And ſcent me word ſq in vour letter. 
Mriſtreſſe Flow. And {o did you to me,and now tis paſt, 
You brother Franke hath both our free conſents. 
Ferd. Sir,fir, I wrote ao letter. 
Amh. By heauen,norl. 
Prank. Put 1did for you both; I was your Scribe, 

'The whilſt you went to ſee your houſe a fie: 

And you(asIrem<mber)l dd cid, 

To (ce your lifter drown d at London: Bridge. 
Ferd. Y taith good brother hauc you ore reach,d vs ſo? 
Anh, So cunungly that none of vs could know. 

Ferd. For all this cunning, will breake the watch. 
Amh. And fo will I. | 

Frank, Why brothers, thee's mine by her fathers cift, 
Ferd. Brother you lie, you got her with a ſlule. 
Franke, | was thc firſt thzaclou'd her. 
Ferd. T hac's not ſo,t was I, 

Anath, Catch that catch can,then brothers both you lie. 


A. Flaw, Yea, butconceitme Geaticmen, what doc you 
mMcane 
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meaneto ſpoile my daughter? you claime her, andT have ei- 
ven her your yonger brotherzthis is no good conceite : why 
how now Ph/4s, {hill drooping, cheare thee my girle, feea 
companie of Gentlemen are at ſtrifefor thy louc; looke vp, 
and 1n this faire aſſembly makethine owne choiſez chooſe 
where thou wilt, and vſe thine owne conceit. | 

Phil. But will my tather then applaud my choiſe? 

4.F tow, I will. 

Phil. And will theſe worthy Gentlemen bepleaſde, 
How ener my diflikc or hiking prooue? 

All. We will. 

Phil. I mult confeſle you all hane taken paines, 
And 1 can give but a!l for that paines taken, 
And all my all, is but alittle love, 
Ardof alittle who can makedeuiſion, 
I would I knew what would content you all. 

Ferd, Thy lone. 

Anoth. Thy lifeand loue. 

Frank, Thy lite,thy loue, thy ſelfe,and all for me, 
For it | want but one, then want thee. 

hit. Ii then I giue what either if you craue, 
Though not what you delire will it ſuffice. 

Ferd. I with but loue. 

Phil. And asa friend you hane it. 

Arnth. Tifeandloue. (doe now. 

Phil. And as your friend, I vow, to love you-whilſt Iliue, as 

Frank. 1 aske but al: for I deſerueno more. 

Phil. And thou {halt hauethy wilh,take all my tore, 
My love my ſelfe. 

Frank. By heauen, I aske no more: 
Brothers hane done,and Dad to cnd all ſtrife, 
Come take her haad and give her for my wife. 

1 Flow. W.thaiimy heart,and tis a good conceit, 

Bowd. Gentlemen, paticr ce 1s ycvr fairelt play. 

Ferd. Impatience puls me hence, tor this diſdaine, 


I amreſo!u'd nener to love againe. Ext. 
Anth. Stay brother / eramend, ilefollow thee, | 
Farcwcll all louc,us ſull of treacherie. | a> | 
| FO ON we 
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The faire Maide 


Bow. By heauens FrankeI do commend thy wit, 
Come Mal, ſhall thou and I aske bleſsing too for company? 
Mal. YouandIhir,alas,we arenot play-fellowes,though 
we be turtles: I am prouided. 
Bowd. Provided! why am not thy Menelau? 
Atall. I fir, but this ismy Pars,I am refolu'd, 
And what TI doe is by authoritie. 
Bow, Is it eucn fo, is Helen ſtolne by Pars? 
Then thus in armes will Menelau mourne, 
Till Trey be ſack'd,and He!lena returne. Exit 
Enter M.Wood, ara Officers. 
Wood. Thisis the man,officers attach him vponfellonie. 
Office, M. Flower, I arreſt you vponfellonie, and charge 
you toobey. 

A1.Tlew. Arreſt me vpon fcllonie! at whole (ute? 

Weed. Sir, at mine; where had you that Dyamend on your 
finger?it was ltole from me,and many other Icweſe;to the va- 
luc of a hundred pownd. 

M Flo. This 1sno good conceit; hatn Captaine Racket, 
Banded old Flower to luchan exegent? 

I hope my credit fomewhat wall alilt me; 
_ Well, whitker muſt I goe? 
Wood. Straight to the bench, wlicre now the Iudges are 


To giwevou (peedy tryall. 
M.Ftow. Words hicreareitle worth, wife and friends all 
Goec with we to my tryall, you il:a!l ſce 


A. good conceit now brought tointanue. E xemnt. 
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